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tless remember the story and perhaps to defend them. Latterly 
told. of the witty Charles one hears constantly of the physical de- 

yal Society: How one cay which threatens the American peo- 
brought to the attention ple, because of their unwise and dispro- 

‘rs a most curious and in- portioned stimulation of the brain. It 
phenomenon, which he stat- is assumed, almost as an axiom, that 
‘When you put atroutinto there is “a deficiency of physical health 
water, why does not the in America.” Especially is it assumed 
The savans, natural- that great mental progress, either of 

re surprised, and suggest- races or of individuals, has been gen- 
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ise, but fruitless xp in my erally purchased at the expense of the 
st one of their number, having physical frame. Indeed, it is one of the 
erence for royalty in his questions of the day, how the saints, 
the experiment that is, those devoted to litera 
i Then, of professional pursuits, shall obtair n oC ood 
poqcoagh tl there was and serviceable bodies: or, to widen 
nenon to be ed. The the query, how the finest intellectua 
Indeed, culture can exist side by side with 
evolutions of noblest physical development ;. or, 
pisc utory tribe bring this question into a form that shall 
Ity was the touch us most sharply, how our boys 
of kas ras i pesteul and girls can obtain all needful know! 
how to keep the water in. edge and mental discipline, and yet keep 
nay bea pure fable, but the full of graceful and an ant vitality. 
es is true and important. What do we say to the theories a1 
y the facility with convictions which are underneath this 
1 wise men accept doubtful language? What answer shall we make 
ns, and then apply the whole tothese questions? What answer ought 


their minds to explain them, we to make? Our first reply would be, 





‘ongress, in the year 1865, by TickNoR AND Fie ps, in the Clerk’s Office 
District Court of the District of Massachusetts 


oe 
“2 





386 


We ask for 
the broad and firm basis of undoubted 
facts upon which it rests. And we enter 
an opposite plea. We affirm that the 
saints have as good bodies as other peo- 
ple, and that they always did have. We 
deny that they need to be patched up or 


We doubt the proposition. 


watched over any more than their neigh- 
bors. They live as long and enjoy as 
much as the rest of mankind. They can 
endure as many hard buffets, and come 
out as tough and strong, as the veriest 
dolt whose intellectual bark foundered 
in the unsounded depths of his prim- 
er. The world’s history through, the 
races which are best taught have the 


best endowment of health. Nay, in 


just such 


our own New England, with 
influences, physical, mental, and moral, 
as actually exist, there is no deteriora- 
tion in real vitality to weep over. 
We hold, then, on this subject very 
different opinions from those which pre- 
vai] in many quarters. We believe in 
the essential healthfulness of literary 
culture, and in the invigorating power of 
sound knowledge. Emphatically do we 
believe that our common schools have 
been in the aggregate a positive physi- 
cal benefit. We are confident, that, just 
to the degree that the unseen force with- 
in a man receives its rightful develop- 
ment, does vigorous life flow in every 
current that beats from heart to extrem- 
ities. With entire respect for tl 


ions of others, even while we cannot 


with a readiness to 


admit that the assertion of 


concur with them, 
those opin- 
ions may have been indirectly beneficial, 
we wish to state the truth as it looks 


bear 


to us, to exhibit the facts which 


upon this subject in the shape and hue 
they have to our own minds, and to 
give the grounds of our conviction that 
} 


a cultivated mind is the best friend and 


ally of the body. 


Would it not be singular, if anything 
different were true? You say, and you 
say rightly, that the best part of a man 
is his mind and soul, those spiritual ele- 
ments which divide him from all the rest 
of the creation, animate or inanimate, 
and make him lord and sovereign over 
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them all. You say, and you say wisely, 
that the body, however strong and beau- 
tiful, is nothing,— that the senses, how- 
ever keen and vigorous, are nothing, — 
that the outward glories, however much 
they may minister to sensual gratifica- 
tion, are nothing, — unless they all be- 
come the instruments for the upbuilding 
But what 
a tremendous impeachment of the wis- 


of the immortal part in man. 


dom or power of the Creator you are 
bringing, if you assert that the devel- 
opment of this highest part, whether 
by its direct influence on the body, or 
habits of life which 
it creates, is destructive of all the 


nay, If 


indirectly by the 
rest, 
self-destructive! You may show 
that every opening bud in spring, and 
every joint, nerve, and muscle in every 
animate creature, are full of proofs of 
wise designs accomplishing their pur- 
t shall all count for less than 
that 
its highest, broadest de- 


poses, and i 
nothing, if can demonstrate 
the 


velopment, 


you 
nind, in 
} 


brings anarchy into the sys- 


tem, — or, m it well, produces, or 
tends to produce, habits of living ruin- 
and so ruinous to true 

the 
the very fact that the mind is 


It} 
ous to health, 


usefulness. At outset, therefore, 
the hi 

est creation of Divine wisdom would 
force us 
ment of hat increase of knowledge, 
that sharpenin 


feeding 


believe that that develop- 


g of the faculties, that 
itellectual hunger, which 
does not promote joy and health in ev- 
ery part, must be false and illegitimate 
indeed. 

And it is hardly too much to say, that, 


} 


in a rational being, thought is almost 


synonymous with vitality of all sorts. 


The brain throws out its network of 


} 


nerves to every part of the body; and 
those nerves are the pathways along 
which it sends, not alone physical voli- 
tions, but 
telligence, to mingle by a subtile 


its mental force and high in- 
chem- 
istry with every fibre, and give it a finer 
50 
one might foretell, before the study of 
a single fact 


} 


life and a more bounding elasticity. 
of experience, that, other 
things being equal, he who had few 
or no thoughts would have not only a 
dormant mind, but also a sluggish and 
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inert body, less active than another, less 
enduring, and especially less defiant of 
physic al ills. 
too, that he who had high thoughts and 
wealth of knowledge would have stored 


And one might prophesy, 


up in his brain a magazine of reserved 
power wherewith to support the falter- 
ing body: a prophecy not wide apart, 
perhaps, from any broad and candid ob- 
servation of human life. 

And who can fail to remember what 
superior resources a cultivated mind has 
over one sunk in sloth and ignorance, 
wider an outlook, how 
and more varied interests, 


—how much 
much larger 
and how these things support when out- 
ward props fail, how they strengthen in 
misfortune and pain, and keep the heart 
out 
Scott, dictating “ Ivanhoe ” 
midst 


from anxieties which might 


the body ? 


vear 
in the yf a torturing sickness, 
and so rising, by force of a cultivated 
imagination, above all physical anguish, 
to revel in visions of chivalric splendor, 
is but the type of men everywhere, who, 
but for resources supplied by the mind, 
would have sunk beneath the blows of 
adverse fortune, or else sought forget- 
fulness in brutalizing and destructive 
Sometimes a book is better 
far than medicine, and more truly sooth- 


pleasures. 


ing than the best anodyne. Sometimes 
a rich-freighted memory is more genial 
than many companions. Sometimes a 
firm mind, that has all it needs within 
itself, is a watchtower to which we may 


f 


flee, and from which look down calmly 
upon our own losses and misfortunes. 


He who does not understand this has 
either had a most fortunate experience, 


or else has no culture, which is really 
of himself, woven into the very 


a part 
So, if there were 
no facts, considering the mind, and who 


soul. 


texture of the 
made it, and how it is related to the 
body, and how, when it is a good mind 
and a well-stored mind, it 
stand for all else, to be food and shelter 


seems to 


and comfort and friend and hope, who 
could believe anything else than that 
a well-instructed soul could do nought 
but good to its servant the body? 


After all, we cannot evade, and we 
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ought not to seek to evade, the testi- 
mony of facts. No cause can properly 
stand on any theory, however pleasant 
and cheering, or however plausible. 
What, then, of the facts, of the painful 
facts of experience, which are said to 
tell so different a tale? This, — that 
the physical value of education is in 
no way so clearly demonstrated as by 
these very facts. We what is 
the traditional picture of the scholar, — 


know 


pale, stooping, hectic, hurrying with un- 
steady feet to a predestined early grave ; 
or else morbid, dyspeptic, cadaverous, 
putting into his works the dark tints of 
his own inward nature. At best, he is 
painted as a mere bookworm, bleached 
and almost mildewed in some learned 
retirement beneath the shadow of great 
folios, until he is out of joint with the 
world, and all fresh and hearty life has 
gone out of him. Who cannot recall 
just such pictures, wherein one knows 
not which predominates, the ludicrous 
or the pitiful? We protest against them 
all. In the name of truth and common- 
sense alike, we indignantly reject them. 
We have a vision of a sturdier man- 
hood: of the genial, open countenance 
Irving ; of the homely, honest 
strength that shone in every feature of 
a Walter Scott; of the massive vigor 


of a 


of an 


Goethe or a Humboldt. How 


much, too, is said of the physical de- 


generacy of our own people, — how the 


jaw is retreating, how the frame is 


the 
chest flattens, and how tenderly we 


growing slender and g ] 
growing slender and gaunt, how 


ought to cherish every octogenarian 
among us, for that we are seeing the 
last of them! If this is intended to be 
a piece of pleasant badinage, far be it 


from us to arrest a single smile 


awaken. 


it may 
But if it is given as a serious 
description, from which serious deduc- 
tions can be drawn, then we say, that, 
as a delineation, it is, to a considerable 
extent, purely fanciful, — as an argu- 
ment, utterly so. The facts, so far as 
they are ascertained, point unwavering- 
ly to this conclusion, — that every ad- 
vance of a people in knowledge and re- 
finement is accompanied by as striking 
an advance in health and strength. 
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Try this question, if you please, on 
the largest possible scale 
the 


ized brother. 


Compare 


uneducated savage with his civil- 


His form has never been 


] 


bent by confinement in the school-room. 


Overburdening thoughts have never 
wasted his frame. 
the 


make one strong, 


And if unremitting 


exercise amid free airs of heaven 


will alone then he will 
be trong. Is the 


Does he live 


stronger ¢ 
more | ;? Can he 
side by side with civilized races 

Just the 


boy » as 


compete 
in the struggle for existence 
Our 


is true. puny 


ir colleges 


we sometimes call them, in o 


will weigh more, lift more, endure mors 


them all 
tle Sandwich-! 
like 


with educated r 


than any barbarian race of 


land 


ting 
' 


snow-wreaths 


contact 


our red men are 


ation like 


civili 


ence 


on of itive 


of them alone, that e1 
live ind ou 


He 


of the uperior and 


which education give him, 


t, no d has much to do 


who have had Bodtes. 


of those 


| ( iT tober, 


with it; not altogether because his hab- 


its of life are better, though we would 


not underrate their value ; but equally 


because the culture of the brain gives 


a finer life to every red drop in his ar 
teries, and greater hardihood to every 


fibre which is woven into his flesh. If 


} 


it is not so, how do you explain the fact 


that our colored soldier, fighting in his 


native climate, with the same exposure 


in health and the same care in sick 


ness, succumbs to wounds and diseases 


over which his white comrade triumphs ? 


Or how will you explain analogous facts 


history of disease among other 


ated races ? Our explanation 1s 
As the slightest interfusion of 
into 


bon may chanye the dull iron 


trenchant steel, so intelligence working 
may add a 


And 


not 


through Inv channels 


new temper t ysical nature 


thus it may trictly true that it 


only the id and oul which lavery 


" 


. } 
and 1 I wron 


fr, but the body just 


dormant. 
f W ere 
ey stand heavi 
descendants { 
t the armor which 
them will not hold 
1 


we call their degenerat 


} 
those 

children 
that in the 
there ar¢ 


riend tells m« armory ol 


London lower pre erved 


the swords 
Northmen, those Vi 


centuries ago, 


scores, if not hundreds, of 


terrible 
who, ten 


1 
Kings, 


wept 
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the seas and were the dread of all Eu- 
rope, and that scarcely one of them has 
a hilt large enough to be grasped by a 
man of this generation, Of races who 
have left behind them no methodical 
records, and whose story is preserved 
only in the rude rhymes of their poets 
and ruder chronicles, it is not safe to 
make positive affirmations ; but all the 
ire that the student of to- 
day is a larger and stronger man than 
the warrior of the Middle Ages. 

If we come down to periods of his- 
torical certainty, no one will doubt that 
the England of the present hour is 
more educated than the England of 
fifty years ago, or that the England of 
ifty years since had a broader diffusion 


indications 


TT 


itellizence than the England of a 
century ] Yet that very intel- 
ligence has prolonged life. An English- 
man lives longer to-day than he did in 
1800, and ik 
Here is a 
calculated on a 


] 


1694 would yi ld 


evious 


iger yet than in 1700. 
Annuities 


certain rate of life in 


curious proof. 


a fortune to those who 
issued them Calculated at the same 
rate in 1 
the 


edge and 


y would ruin them; for 
eral diffusion of knowl- 
added, I 


how many years to the 


more 


1ement had am 
not able to 
, 


average Briti Observe how this 


statement nfirmed by some won- 


stics preserved at Geneva. 


derful stati 
From 1600 to 1700 the average length 
tcity was 13 years 3 months. 
1700 to 


months. 


of life in tl 
From 1750 it was 27 years 9 
From 1750 to 1800, 31 years 
3 mont! From 1800 to 1833, 43 years 
6 mont! 

One Take in 
of families you 
| read and 
equal number of families 


pertinent fact. 
England any number 
please, whose parents can 
write, and an 
ts cannot read and write, 
and the number of children in the lat- 


whose 

ter class milies who will die before 
the ag years will greatly ex- 
ceed that in the former class,—some 
thirty or forty per cent. So surely does 
a thought ordering of life come in 
the train of intelligence. If faith is to 
be placed in statistics of any sort, then 
in foreign countries that 


it holds true 
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human life is long in proportion to the 
degree that knowledge, refinement, and 
virtue are diffused. That is, sainthood, 
so far from destroying the body, pre- 
serves it. 


I anticipate the objection which may 
be made to our last argument. Abroad, 
we are told, there is such an element 
of healthy, out-door life, that any ill ef- 
fects which might naturally follow in 
the train of general education are neu- 
tralized. Abroad, too, education with 
the masses is elementary, and advanced 
also with with 
us. Abroad, moreover, the whole so- 
cial being is not pervaded with the in- 


tense intellectual activity and 


more moderation than 


fervor 
which are so characteristic especially 
of New England life. 

Come home, then, to our own 
sachusetts, 


\ as- 
which some will have is 
school-mad. Whatdo you find? Here, 
in a climate proverbially changeable 
and rigorous, — here, where mental and 
moral excitements rise to fever-heat, — 
here, where churches adorn every land- 


scape, and school-houses greet us at 


pe, g 
every corner, and lyceums are estab- 
lished in every village, — here, where 
newspapers circulate by the hundred 
thousand, and magazines for our old 
folks, and “Our Young Folks,” too, 
reach fifty thousand, — here, in Massa- 
chusetts, health is at its climax: great- 
er and more enduring than in bonnie 
England, or vine-clad France, or sunny 
Italy. 
day, and I have ever since had a great- 


I read some statistics the other 


er respect for the land of “ east-winds 
and salt-fish and school- houses,” as 
scandalous people have termed Massa- 
chusetts. 
That, while in England the deaths reach 
annually 2.21 per cent of the whole pop- 
ulation, and in France 2.36 per cent, 
and in Italy 2.94 per cent, and in Aus- 
tria 3.34 per cent, in Massachusetts 
the deaths are only 1.82 per cent. an- 
nually. Even in Boston, with its large 
proportion of foreign elements, the: per- 
centage of deaths is only 2.35. 


What do these statistics say ? 


it may 
be said, in criticism of these statements, 
that in our country statistics are not 





39° 
kept with sufficient accuracy to furnish 
correct data. However this may be in 
our rural districts, it certainly is not 
true of the metropolis. The figures are 
not at hand, but they exist, and they 
prove conclusively that those wards in 
Boston which have a population most 
purely native reach a salubrity unex- 
celled. So that, with all the real draw- 
backs of climate, and the pretended 
drawbacks of unnatural or excessive 
mental stimulus, the health here is ab- 
solutely unequalled by that of any coun- 
tryin Europe. Certainly, if the mental 
and moral sainthood which we have 
does not build up the body, it cannot 
be said that it does any injury to it. 

Have we noted what a splendid tes- 
timony the war which has just closed 
has given to the physical results of our 
educational training? A hundred or a 
thousand young men taken from our 
New England villages and put into the 
ranks of our army— young men who 
learned the alphabet at four, who all 
through boyhood had the advantages 
of our common-school system, who had 
felt to the full the excitement of the in- 
tellectual life about them — have stood 
taller, heavier, fought more 
bravely and intelligently, 


weighed 
won victory 
out of more adverse circumstances, and, 
what is more to the point, endured more 
hardship with less sickness, than a like 
number of any other race on earth. We 
care not where you look for compari- 
son, whether to Britain, or to France, 
or to Russia, where the spelling-book 
has almost been tabooed, or to Spain, 
where in times past the capacity to read 
the less than rank 
heresy, at least for the common people. 


Bible was scarcely 


This war has been brought to a suc- 


cessful issue by the best educated ar-, 


my that ever fought on battle-field, or, 
as the new book has it, by “the think- 
ing bayonet,” by men whose physical 
manhood detriment 
from their intellectual culture. 


has received no 


These assertions are founded upon 
statistics which have been preserved of 
regiments whose members were almost 
exclusively native-born. And the re- 
sults are certainly in accordance with 


Saints who have had Bodies. 


[October, 


all candid observation. It may, indeed, 
be said that the better health of our 
army has been after all the result of the 
better care which the soldier has taken 
of himself. We answer, the better care 
was the product of his education. It 
may be said again that this health was 
owing in a great measure to the supe- 
rior watchfulness exercised over the sol- 
dier by others, by the Government, by 
the Sanitary Commission, and by State 
agencies. Then we reply, that this ten- 
derness of the soldier, if tenderness it 
be, and this sagacity, if sagacity prompt- 
ed the care, were both the offspring of 
that high intelligence which is the prop- 
er result of popular education. 


There is but one possible mode of 
escape from This 
whole train of argument is inconclusive, 
it may be 
maintained 


such testimony. 
asserted, because what is 
is not that intellectual cul- 
ture is unhealthful, where it is woven in- 
to the web of active life, but only where 
the pursuit of knowledge is one’s busi- 
It may be readily allowed, that, 
where the whole nature is kept alive by 


ness. 


the breath of outward enterprise, when 
the great waves of this world’s excite- 
ments are permitted to roll with purify- 
ing tides into the inmost recesses of the 
soul, the results of mental culture may 
But what of the saints ? 
What of the literary men far excel- 
lence ? 

Ah ! 


of inquiry, the argument will be trebly 


be modified. 


if you restrain us to that line 


strong, and the facts grow overwhelm- 
Will 
registry of 
which 


ingly pertinent and conclusive. 
the careful 
Massachusetts 


you examine 
has 
been kept the last twenty years? It 
will inform you that the classes whose 


deaths in 


average of life is high up, almost the 
highest up, are with us the classes that 
work with the brain, —the judges, the 
lawyers, the physicians, the clergymen, 
The 


very exception to this statement rather 


the professors in your colleges. 


confirms than contradicts our general 
position, that intellectual culture is ab- 
solutely invigorating. The cultivators 


of the soil live longest. But note that 
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it is the educated, intelligent farmers, 
the farmers of Massachusetts, the farm- 
ers of a State of common schools, the 
farmers who link thought to labor, who 
live long. And doubtless, if they car- 
ried more thought into their labor, if 
they were more intelligent, if they were 
better educated, they would live yet 
longer. At any rate, in England the 
cultivators of her soil, her down-trod- 
den peasantry, sluggish and uneducat- 
ed, do not live out half their days. 
Very likely the farmer’s lot, A/us edu- 
cation and f/us habits of mental activ- 
ity, is the healthiest as it is the primal 
condition of man. Nevertheless, con- 
sidering what is the general opinion, it 
is surprising how slight is the advan- 
tage which he has even then over the 
purely literary classes. 

Will you go to Harvard University 
and ascertain what becomes of her chil- 
dren? Take up, then, Dr. Palmer’s 
Necrology of the Alumni of Harvard 
from 1851 to 1863. You will learn, that, 
while the average age of all persons who 
in Massachusetts die after they have at- 
tained the period of twenty years is but 
fifty years, the average age of Harvard 
graduates, who die in like manner, is 
fifty-eight years. Thus you have, in 
favor of the highest form of public edu- 
cation known in the State, a clear aver- 
age of eight years. You may examine 
backward the Triennial Catalogue as far 
as you please, and you will not find 
the testimony essentially different. The 
statement will stand impregnable, that, 
from the time John Harvard founded 
our little College in the wilderness, to 
this hour, when it is fast becoming a 
great University, with its schools in ev- 
ery department, and its lectures cover- 
ing the whole field of human knowledge, 
the graduates have always attained a 
longevity surpassing that of their gen- 
eration. 

And you are to observe that this com- 
parison is a strictly just comparison. 
We contrast not the whole community, 
old and young, with those who must 
necessarily have attained manhood be- 
fore they are a class at all; but adults 
with adults, graduates with those of 
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other avocations who have arrived at the 
period of twenty years. Neither do we 
compare the bright and peculiar lumi- 
naries of Harvard with the mass of men, 
—though, in fact, it is well known that 
the best scholars live the most years, — 
but we compare the whole body of the 
graduates, bright and dull, studious and 
unstudious, with the whole body of the 
community. 


To the array of evidence which may 
be brought from all the registries of all 
the states and universities under heav- 
en, some may triumphantly exclaim, 
“Statistics are unworthy of trust.” “To 
lie like statistics,” “false as a fact,” 
these are the stalest of witticisms. But 
the objection to which they give point 
is practically frivolous. Grant that sta- 
tistics are to a certain degree doubtful, 
are they not the most trustworthy evi- 
dence we have? 


’ 


And in the question 
at issue, are they not the only evidence 
which has real force? And allowing 
their general defectiveness, how shall 
we explain, that, though gathered from 
all sides and by all kinds of people, 
they so uniformly favor education ? 
Why, if they must err, do they err so 


pertinaciously in one direction? How 


does it happen, that, summon as many 
witnesses as you please, and cross- 
question them as severely as you can, 
they never falter in this testimony, that, 
where intelligence abounds, there phys- 
ical vigor does much more abound? 
that, where education is broad and gen- 
erous, there the years are many and 
happy ‘ 

If, therefore, facts can prove any- 
thing, it is that just such a condition of 
life as that which is growing more and 
more general among us, and which our 
common-school system directly fosters, 
where every man is becoming an edu- 
cated man,—where the farmer upon his 
acres, the merchant at his desk, and the 
mechanic in his shop, no less than the 
scholar poring over his books shall be 
in the truest sense educated,—that such 
a condition is of all others 
which promotes habits of thought and 
action, an elasticity of temper and a 


the one 
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9 
breadth of vision interest most 
conducive to health and vigor. It 
the fashion to talk of the appearance 
of superior robustness so characteris- 
tic of our English brethren. But we 
suspect that in this case, too, appear- 
That climate may 
us a restless energy incon- 


rounded 


and 


is 


ances are deceitful. 
produce in 
with forms and 


sistent rosy 


cheeks we freely allow. But in strength 
and real endurance the New England 
1 to And 
the stern logic of facts shows beyond a 


constitution will yiel« none. 


peradventure, that here there are no in- 
fluences, climatic or intellectual, which 


What 


ilt 


war with longevity. 1ay be hid- 


den in the future, what rest 


ct 


S may come 
at 
1ing b 


> 


If 
still ion, 


F wider diffusion of educ 
we cannot tell, but h | 
lL has come of ever-increasing know 


> 


therto not ut 


lore 


> concerning 
5 

lh ClaSSCS 

to prove 

29] wr hetwe he 

al war between the 

z consider 


‘ ; : 
iat point to be already T ated 


the body, 


show that e l 


to 


shrink from no field of inquiry, and that 
from every fresh field will come new 


evidence of the substantial truth of our 
position. 

We have 
tain the 
of 


» Hifty 
nity 


iverage age 


poets whom 


or sixty ina 
and small men, men 


s and men whose names were long 
ce forgotten, men of good habits and 
men whose habits would undermine any 


constitution, flourishing, 


too, in a period 


when human life was certainly far short 


er in England | how long 
7 


than now 
( i 1 ie iive 


What 
Thirty, forty years? No; they 
t] sainthood, or their want of it, for 
the comfortable period of fifty-six years. 


> ? 


think : 


endured 


yu 
ell 


Nor is the case a particle different, if 
u take only the great and memorable 
Chaucer, liv- 


at the dawn almost of English civil- 


mes of English poetry. 


vo 
na 
in 


o 
ization ; Shakspeare, whose varied and 
marvellous dramas might well have ex- 


7 


ve had Bodies. { October, 
hausted any vitality ; Milton, struggling 
with domestic infelicity, with | 
hatred, and with 


olitical 
blindness ; Dryden, 
Pope, Swift: none of these burning and 
shining lights of English literature went 
out at mid-day. The result is not al- 
tered, if you come nearer our own time. 
That galaxy of talent and genius which 
h 


shone with such brilliancy in the Scot- 


tish capital at the beginning of the centu- 
ry,—Sydney Smith, Lord Jeffrey, Chris- 
topher North, Macaulay, Mackin 
De Q 
scarce] 
t} 


t 


tos! 
t l, 


uincey, Brougham,—all these, with 


y an exception, have lived far be- 


yond the average of human life. So was 
it with the great poets and romancers 
of that period. Wordsworth, living tl 


ce 


life of a recluse near the beautiful lakes 
of Westmoreland, 


pouthey, aiter 


lasted to fourscore 
a life of unparalleled lit- 
erary industry, broke d 
Coleridge, with hal 


have de 


own at sixty-s 
its which ou 
stroyed him early, 
Scot 


10untain - load 


+ tri 
t, Suu 


sixty-two. 


oti an of debt, endured 


in labor 


1 more 


til 
Burns, who did not 


nen who desired lengt 


Even Byron and i 
live as n h of days, 


sooner than 


died scarcely heir gener- 


ation. 


You are ot Ww 


iY 1Ot V ng 


illing, perhaps, to test 


by the longevity of purely 
You ask what can be l 


You h 


while the ministers 


aid 
preachers. 


1 tha all 
always heard, that, 


were, 


ve 


int 


nten- 


it 


no doubt ] 


cdoubt, men of excellent 


tions and mu und 


learning, wl 


with norbi notions of life, 
what weight of a rather heavy 


sort of erudi 


the 


tion, they were saints with 


very poorest kind of bodies. 


Just 
the contr: No class lives longer. 
e outa list of the thirty 


W e on 


remarkabi 


ry. 
ce mad 
e preachers of 
th: 1ind, 


which most of these at- 


the last 


most 


four centuries that we could call to n 


Of the age to 
tained we had at the outset no idea 


that list were included 
the men who must figure in every can- 
The 


Luther, 


whatever. In 
did account of preaching. 
men the Me- 
lancthon, Calvin, Beza, Knox,were there. 


great 
of Reformation, 
That resplendent group which adorn- 
ed the seventeenth century, and whose 
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are synonymes 
Barrow, South, Jeremy Taylor, 
‘jllotson, were prominent in it. 
ler lights of the last century, 
slair, Robertson, Priestley, were 
The Catholics were rep- 

Massillon, Bossuet, Bour- 

ind Fénelon. The Protestants 
ruly by Robert Hall and Chalmers, 
In short, it 
Ve then 


ye 


for pulpit elo- 


and Channing. 
horoughly fair list. 
to ascertain the average life 
included in it. It was just six- 
years. And we invite all per- 
o are wedded to the notion that 
always knights of the 
body, to take pen and paper and 
n r every remarkable 


1500 that they 


r they 
: 


wish, every 
who has risen 
bove the mass 

insure the 

They will 

l light the 

provident director of a life- 
And their average 
> old Scripture pat- 
and ten as that 


ompany. 


*n who have liv ed since 
saac and Jacob. 
uny one has a lurking doubt 
f an active and 
let him pass from the 
he statesn 
h the wisdom 
men who adr 
world. Let him 
| names of the Lo 


en, 


rom- 


ng 
Pym, Vane, C 
*n gather up all the great 

f the next two centuries, 
togenarians who are now 
British af- 


conduct of 
wishes to widen his 

n pass over the Chan- 

ymntinent, and in France re- 

call such names as Sully and Richelieu, 
Mazarin and Col! Talleyrand and 
Guizot; in Austria, Kaunitz and Metter- 
nich. And when he has made his list 
as broad, as inclusive of all really great 


ert, 


statesmanship everywhere as he can, 


find his average ; and if he can bring it 
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much beneath seventy, he will be more 
fortunate than we were when we tried 
the experiment. 
Do not by any means omit the men 
of science. There are the astronomers. 
f any employment would seem to draw 
a man up to heaven, it would be this. 
Yet, of all men, astronomers apparently 
have had the most wedded attachment 
to earth. Newton, La Place, 
Herschel, — these are the royal names, 
the fixed stars, set, as it were, in that 
very firmament which for so many years 
they searched with telescopic eye. And 


Galileo, 


yet neither of them lived less than sev- 
enty-eight years. As for the men of 
natural science, it looks as though they 
were spared by some Providential pro- 
vision, in order that they might ob- 
serve and report for long epochs the 
changes of this old earth of ours. Cu- 
vier dying at seventy-five, Sir Joseph 
Banks at seventy-seven, Buffon at eigh- 
ty-one, Blumenbach at eighty-eight, and 
Humboldt at and are 


some of the cases which make such a 


fourscore ten, 
supposition altogether reasonable. 

Cross the ocean, and you will find 
the same testimony, that mental culture 
is absolutely favorable to physical en- 
durance. The men in our 
nation’s history, whether in walks of 
literature, 


greatest 


statesmanship, science, or 
almost without exception, have lived 
Franklin, Washington, Jefferson, 
the elder Adams, and Pat- 
rick Henry, in earlier periods, — the 
younger Adams, Clay, Calhoun, Web- 
ster, Choate, and Everett, Irving, Pres- 
cott, Cooper, and Hawthorne, in later 
times, — are cases in point. 
did not die prematurely. They 
strong by the toil of the brain. 


long. 


Madison, 


These men 
grew 
And 
to-day the quartette of our truest poets 
— Bryant, Whittier, Longfellow, 

Holmes — are with us in the hale years 
of a green age, never singing sweeter 


and 


songs, never harping more inspiring 
strains. Long may our ears hear their 


melodies ! 


If now we could enter the walks of 
private life, and study widely the ex- 
perience of individual men, we should 
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have an interesting record indeed, and 
a manifold and wellnigh irresistible tes- 
timony. Consider a remarkable, 
yet widely differing cases. 

Who can read attentively the life of 
John Wesley, and not exclaim, if varied 
and exhausting labor, if perpetual excite- 


few 


ment and constant drafts upon the brain, 
would ever wear a man out, he would 
have worn out? It was his creative en- 
ergy that called into existence a denom- 
ination, his ardent piety that inspired 
it, his clear mind that legislated for it, 
his heroic industry that did no mean 
part of the incessant daily toil needful 
for its establishment. Yet this man of 
many labors, who through a long life 
never knew practically the meaning of 
the word /etsure, says, at seventy-two, 
“ How is it that I find the same strength 
that I did thirty years ago, that my 
nerves are firmer, that I have none of 
the infirmities of old age, and have lost 
several that I had in youth.” And ten 
years later, he devoutly records, “Is 
anything too hard for God? It is now 
eleven years since I have felt such a 
thing as weariness.” And he continued 
till eighty-eight in full possession of his 
faculties, laboring with body and mind 
alike to within a week of his death. 
Joseph Priestley was certainly a very 


different man, but scarcely less remark- 
able. No mean student in all branches 
of literature, a metaphysician, a theolo- 
gian, a man of science, he began life 
with a feeble frame, and ended a hearty 
He himself de- 
clares at fifty-four, that, “so 


old age at seventy-one. 
far from 
suffering from application to study, I 
have found my health steadily improve 
from the age of eighteen to the present 
time.” 

You would scarcely find a life more 
widely divided from these than that of 
Washington Irving. Nevertheless, it 
is like them in one respect, that it bears 
emphatic testimony to the real healthi- 
ness of mental exertion. He was the 
feeblest of striplings at eighteen. At 
nineteen, Judge Kent said, “ He is not 
long for this world.” His friends sent 
him abroad at twenty-one, to see if a 
sea voyage would not 


husband his 
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[< I tober, 
strength. So pale, so broken, was he, 
- a 
that, when he stepped on board the 
“ There 
is a chap who will be overboard be- 
fore we are across!’ 


ship, the captain whispered, 


Irving had, too, 
his share of misfortunes, — failure in 
business, loss of investments, in earlier 
the ways and 
Even his h of 
were hardly what the highest 
While he was 
always genial and social, and at times 
almost to 


life some anxiety as to 


means of support. 
study 


wisdom would direct. 


easy indolence, when the 
would write inces- 


and even for months, 


mood seized him, he 
santly for weeks 
sometimes fourteen, fifteen, or sixteen 


hours in a day. But he grew robust 


for half a century, and writes, at sev- 
enty-five, that he has now “a streak of 
old age. 


The example of some of those who 
are said to have been worn out by in- 


application furnishes 


] 
tense mental 


per- 
haps the most convincing proof of all that 
no reasonable activity of the mind ever 


| 1 the best health of the body. 


warred wit ) 
Walter told, wore out. 
And very likely, to a certain extent, the 


But what 


»cott, we are 


statement is true. had he 


not accomplished before he wore out ? 
He had 


wonderful 


astonished the world with that 

series of romances which 

place him scarcely second to any name 
He 

those border legends which delighted 

had 

produced histories which show, that, 


in English literature. had 


sung 
the ears of his generation. He 


had he chosen, he might have been as 
much a master in the region of histor- 
ic fact as in the realm of imagination. 
He had edited other men’s works ; he 
had written essays ; he had lent him- 
self with a royal generosity to every 
who asked his time or influence ; 
when, almost an old 
mercial bankruptcy overtook him, and 


one 
and man, com- 
he sought to lift the mountain of his 
debt by pure intellectual toil, he wore 
out. 
hopes, desperate exertions, may wear 
He wore out, but it was 
when 


But declining years, disappointed 


anybody out. 
at more than 
nine tenths of his generation had long 


threescore years, 
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slept in quiet graves, — when the crowd 
of the thoughtless and indolent, who 
began life with him, had rusted out in 
Yes, Walter Scott 
wore out, if you call that wearing out. 
John Calvin, all his biographers say, 
Perhaps so ; — but not with- 
Commen- 


inglor ious repose. 


wore out. 


out a prolonged resistance. 


cing life with the frailest constitution, 
he was, as early as twenty-five, a model 
lition, and had already written 
nortal work. For thirty years 
in the heat and ferment of a 


‘ligious revolution. For thirty 
he was one of the controlling 


For thirty years he 


as of his age. 
the sternest soldier in the Church 
itant, bearing down stubborn resist- 
» by a yet more stubborn will. For 


ars neither his brain nor his 


wrest. And so at fifty-six this 


broken body and many labors 
laid down the weapons of his warfare ; 


but it was at Geneva, where the pub- 
] 


lic registers tell us that the average of 


human life in that century was only 
nine years. 


One writes words like these :—“ John 


Kitto died, and his death was the judg- 


ment for overwork, and overwork of a 


single organ, —the brain.” And who 
was John Kitto? A poor boy, the son of 
, 


lrunken father, subject from infancy 


nizing headache. An unfortunate 


10 at thirteen fell from a scaffold- 


nd was taken up for dead, and es- 


only with total deafness and a 


pposed permanent injury to the brain. 


apless apprentice, who suffered at 
the hands of a cruel taskmaster all that 
brutality and drunken fury could sug- 
gest. A youth, thirsting for knowledge, 
but able to obtain it only*by the hard- 
est ways, peering into booksellers’ win- 
dows, reading at book-stalls, purchas- 
ing cheap books with pennies stained 
r with the sweat of his toil. An 
heroic student, who labored for more 
than twenty years with almost unparal- 


leled industry, and with an equally un- 


all ove 


paralleled neglect of the laws of health ; 
of whom it is scarcely too much to say 
literally, that he knew no change, but 
from his desk to his bed, and from his 
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bed to his desk again. A voluminous 
writer, who, if he produced no work of 
positive genius, has done more than 
any other man to illustrate the Scrip- 
tures, and to make familiar and vivid 
the scenery, the life, the geography, 
and the natural history of the Holy 
Land. And he died in the harness, — 
but not so very early,—at fifty. And 
we say that he would have lived much 
longer, had he given his constitution 
a fair chance. But when we remember 
his passionate fondness for books, how 
they compensated him for the want of 
wealth, comforts, and the pleasant voi- 
ces of wife and children that he could 
not hear, we grow doubtful. And we 
hear him exclaim almost in rhapsody, 
—“If I were blind as well as deaf, in 
what a wretched situation should I be! 
If I could not read, how deplorable 
! What earth- 
ly pleasure equal to the reading of a 
O dearest tomes! O 
princely and august folios! to obtain 
you, I would work night and day, and 
forbid myself every sensual joy!” When 
we behold the forlorn man, shut out by 


would be my condition 


good book ? 


his misfortune from so many resources, 
and finding more than recompense for 
this privation within the four walls of 
his library, we are tempted to say, No, 
he would not have lived as long; had 
he studied less, he would have remem- 
bered his griefs more. 

Of course it is easy to take excep- 
tion to all evidence drawn from the life 
and experience of individual men,—nat- 
ural that must Is be 
1 before he can acquire a 
at all, and that our estimate 
mere 
prolongation of day has given reputa- 
“the village Hamp- 
dens, the mute, inglorious Miltons,” the 


to say one neet 


somewhat olk 
great name 
considers those alone to whom 


tion, and forgets 


unrecorded Newtons, the voiceless ora- 
tors, sages, or saints who have died 
and made no sign. To this the simple 
reply is, that individual cases, however 
numerous and striking, are not relied 
upon to prove any position, but only to 
illustrate and confirm one which general 
data have already demonstrated. Grant 
the full force of every criticism, and 
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then it remains true that the widest rec- 
ord of literary life 
cy of mental culture to shorten human 
wouk 


exhibits no tenden- 


create habits which 
Indeed, we do not know 


} 


life or to 
shorten it. 
range of 


where to look for any broac 


facts which would 


indicate that educa- 
tion here or anywhere else has decreas- 
ed or is likely to decrease health. And 
for the respect which we 


hold 


not 


were it 


cherish towards those who it, we 


: it such a position was as 
nearly pure theory or prejudice or opin- 


ion founded on fragmentary data as any 


view well could be. 


But do you mean to a 


is no suc ] 

that inte 

that unremitting 
s, with 

proper exel 

tively invi 

body of slee P, and 


eighteen hours over the desk, is the be 


erace and streng 


in 


course no one would say any sucl 


absurd things. There is a rig 
wrong use of 


~ 


of the system will wear out wit 


everything. 


sive use. Overwork kills, but certain- 
ly nota icker when it is overwork 


of the mind than when it 
} 


is overwork of 
the body. i 


Overwork in 
just as healthful as overwork on 
] 


at the let in the smoky 


farm or lger or 
Ps tolling 


and no quickening thoughts. E 


she and moiling, with 


ly is it true that education does not pe- 


culiarly tempt a man to excess. 


But are you ready to maintain 


‘ : . “ 
there 1s no element of excess Il 


into our common-school system ? 


tainly. 


< there is not. 
What, then, is there to put over agains 


Most emphatic ally 


these terrible statements of excessive 
labor of 
der which young brains are reelin 


il 
I 


seven hours a day, 


un- 
and 


six or 
a 
young spines are bending until there 


loom- 


P 
are no rosy-cheeked urchins and 


ing maids left among us? The inexor- 
The public schools 
of Massachusetts were taught in the 
thirty- 


able logic of facts. 


years 1863-4 on an average just 


Saints w/o have had Bu ale 5. 


[ October, 


two weeks, just five days in a week, 
and, making proper allowance for re- 
cesses and opening exercises, just five 
and a quarter hours in a day. Grant- 
ing now that all the boys and girls 
faithfully, 


you have an average for the three hun- 


studied during these hours 


dred and thirteen working days of 


year of two hours and forty-one mir 


utes a day,—an amount of study that 


never injured any healthy child. But, 
going back a to youthful recollec- 


tions, and considering the amazing pro- 
clivity of the young mind to idleness, 


and frolic in 


eral, it seems doubtful whether our chil- 


whis 


pering, and fun gen- 


dren ever yet attained to so high an aver- 
age of actual study as two hours a day. 
As a modification of this statement, it 
hat in the cities and 
school term reaches 


ear. If you add one 

iverage amount of study at 
home, given by pupils of over twelve 
years, (and the allowance is certainly 
ample.) you have four hours as the ut- 


iod ever given by any consid- 
lass of children. That there is 
freely admit. That there are 
committee-men who permit too 
ighay +, and infatuated teachers 
who insist upon it, that there are ambi- 
tious children whom nobody can stop, 
parents who fondly wish to see 
ynstrosities of bright- 
and Greek in their 
nathematics as 
sphere, and bristling all 
over witl cts of natural science like 
i childhood 


them, — that 


porcupin every bit of 


worked out of such 

we are not inclined to deny. 

ire exceptions, — no more 

| f the system than white crows 

are proper representatives of the dusky 
and cawing brotherhood. 

Or yet again, do we mean to assert 
that no attention need be given to the 
formation of right physical habits ? or 
y exercise ought not to be 
or that the 


walk in the woods, the row upon the 


that bodil 


joined to mental toils ? 


quiet river, the stroll with rod in hand 
by the babbling brook, or with gun on 
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shoulder over the green prairies, or the 
skating in the crisp December air on 


the glistening lake, ought to be discour- 
aged? Do we speak disrespectfully of 
dumb-bells and clubs and parallel bars, 
and all the paraphernalia of the gymna- 
sium? Are we aggrieved at the men- 
tion of boxing-gloves or single-stick or 
foils? Would it shock our nervous 
ibili F our next-door neighbor 
, or some near-by grave 


ctor of divinity, or 


d 
learned judge 


himself, should 


inmistakable evidence that he had 


the two hundred and odd 


hundred and more 


is body 
five 

all their fit 

4 


ana 


accompani- 
which 
t all. 
t. We exercise, no doubt, 
We fair 
ich | y des¢ ripti yn, too lit- 
Wel- 
out in- 


iniverse ! 


sinews, of 


Not at 


Know of Gods 


tle by the sight of our own eyes. 


ng which leads us 


Cont 7 
to this goodly and 

1 that tends 
man frame higher grace anc 
Welcome gymnastics, 


wil 


ney 


We ourselves own a set of heavy 
Indiar I middling Indian-clubs, 
We 
wood n d 


Indian-clubs. have 


-bells and umb- 
ae? ‘ : 
recollect with considerable 
i veritable be 


-rvice in the household until 


n-bag which 


sak. In an 
ried both sys- 
We 


embrance of rowing sun- 


he better for them. 
nd even of dabbling with 
iulways look with 

n the Harvard Gymna- 

it looms up in actual 
yet could 
} cricket or 
out losing some ten min- 
admiring We 
h deep respect to Dr. Windship 
ichts. We bow, if 

rifle more of cordial- 


» 
Never we 


game of 


x contemplation. 
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They both have We 
think that they would have our exam- 
ple, were it not for the fatal proclivity 
of solitary gymnastics to dulness. If 


our good word. 


we have not risen to the high degrees 


in this noble order of muscular Chris- 
tians, we claim at least to be a humble 
craftsman and faithful brother. 
Speaking with all 
faith in 


seriousness, we 


have no mental activity pur- 
chased at the expense of physical sloth. 
It is well to introduce into the school, 
into the family, and into the neighbor- 
hood any movement system which will 
all the 


educated man is not 


exercise muscles of the body. 


But the 
likely to 


velopment than anybody else. 


iny more 
need this general physical de- 
Estab- 
lish your gymnasium in any village, and 
the farmer fresh from the plough, the 
mechanic from swinging the hammer or 
driving the plane, will be just as sure to 
find new muscles that he never dream- 
ed of as the palest scholar of them all. 
And the diffusion of knowledge and re- 
finement, so far from promoting inac- 
tivity 


and banishing recreations from 
life, directly feec 


ls that craving for va- 


riety out of which healthful changes 


come, and awakens that noble curiosity 
which at fit seasons sends a man out to 
the 


open in 


see how the wild-flower grows in 
] the } 


woods, how ereen buds 
the spring, how the folia 


re takes on its 


painted autumn glory, h leads him 
to struggle through tangled thickets or 
through pathless woods that he may 
behold the brook laughing in cascade 
from rock to rock, or to breast the steep 
mountain that he may behold from a 
higher outlook the wonders of the visi- 
ble creation. Other things being equal, 
the educated man in 

quite as likely as‘ another 


vocation is 
to be active, 
quick in every motion < 

limb. 


But admit all that is claimed. Admit 
that increasing intelligence has changed 
the average of man’s life from the twen- 
ty-five years of the seventeenth century 
to the thirty-five of the eighteenth or 
the forty-five years of the nineteenth 


century. Admit, too, that the best edu- 
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cated men of this generation will live 
five or ten years more than the least 
educated men. Ought we to be satis- 
fied with Should 
we not look for more than the forty or 
fifty years of human life? 
But it is not our superfluous sainthood 
It is not that 
we have too much saintliness, but too 


hings as they are? 
Assuredly. 
which is destroying life 

roying ; 


little. too limited wisdom, too narrow 
intelligence, too small an endowment of 
virtue and conscience. It is our fierce 
absorption in outward plans which plants 
It is 


uttony which eat out 


anxieties like thorns in the heart. 
our sloth and gi 
vitality. It is our unbridled appetites 
and passions which burn like a consum- 
ing fire in our breasts. It is our un- 
wise exposure which saps the strength 
and gives energy and force to latent 
disease. These, tenfold more than any 
intense application of the brain to its 
legitimate work, limit and destroy hu- 
man life. The truly cultivated mind 
tends to give just aims, moderate de- 
sires, and good habits. 

Ay, and when the true sainthood shall 


when the 


possess and rule humanity, 


} 
¢ 


fields of knowledge with their whole- 


the Old Time. 


[ October, 


some fruits shall tempt every foot away 
from the forbidden paths of vite and 
sensual indulgence,— when a wise in- 
telligence shall cool the hot passions 
which dry up the refreshing fountains 
of peace and joy in the heart,—when a 
heavenly wisdom shall lift us above any 
bondage to this world’s fortunes, and 
when a good conscience and a lofty 
trust shall forbid us to be slaves to any 


le ywer 


occupation than the highest, — 
when we stand erect and free, clothed 
with a real saintliness,—then the years 
of our life may increase, and man may 
go down to his grave “in a full age, like 
as a shock of corn cometh in in his 
season.” 

Meanwhile we must stand firmly on 
this assertion, that, the more of mental 
and moral sainthood our people achieve, 
the more that sainthood will write fair 
inscriptions on their bodies, will shine 
out in intelligence in their faces, will 
exhibit itself in graceful form and mo- 
tion, and thus add to the deeper and 
more lasting virtues physical power, a 
shall be at once a good ser- 
vant and the proper representative of a 
refined and elevated soul. 


body which 





NO TIME LIKE 


THE 


OLD TIME 


HERE is no time like the old time, when you and I were young, 
When the buds of April blossomed, and the birds of spring-time sung ! 


The garden’s brightest glories by summer suns are nursed, 


But, oh, the sweet, sweet violets, the flowers that opened first ! 


There is no place like the old place where you and I were born, 


Where we lifted first our eyelids on the splendors of the morn 
From the milk-white breast that warmed us, from the clinging arms that bore, 
Where the dear eyes glistened o’er us that will look on us no more! 


There is no friend like the old friend who has shared our morning days, 
No greeting like his welcome, no homage like his praise : 

Fame is the scentless sunflower, with gaudy crown of gold ; 

3ut friendship is the breathing rose, with sweets in every fold. 
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7 


Bonds. 


here is no love like the old love that we courted in our pride ; 


Though our leaves are falling, falling, and we ’re fading side by side, 
There are blossoms all around us with the colors of our dawn, 


And 


here is no place like the old place, 


we live in borrowed sunshine when the light of day is gone. 


here are no times like the old times, — they shall never be forgot ! 


— keep green the dear old spot ! 


vere are no friends like our old friends, — may Heaven prolong their lives ! 
vere are no loves like our old loves, — God bless our loving wives ! 





COUPON 


BONDS. 


PART IL 


\ | R. DUCKLOW had scarcely turn- 
4 ed the corner of the street, when, 
looking anxiously in the direction of his 
homestead, he saw a column of smoke. 
It was directly over the spot where 
he knew He 
guessed at a glance what had happened. 
The frightful catastrophe he foreboded 
befallen. 
afire. 

“ Them them 
exclaimed, distractedly. 
think so of 
and were 


his house to be situated. 


had Taddy had set the house 


bonds!” 
He 


house: 


bonds ! he 
not 


house 


did 
much the 


furniture insured; if they 
were burned, the inconvenience would 
be creat 
the 


have 


indeed, and at any other time 
thought of an 
been a sufficient cause for trep- 
idation, 


such event would 
but now his chief, his only 
anxiety was the bonds. They were not 
They would be a dead loss. 
what added 


insured. 
And to his 
pangs, they would be a loss which he 
ust keep a secret, as he had kept their 
istence a secret, —a loss which he 

| not confess, and of which he could 


sharpness 


nplain. Had he not just given 
ors to understand that he held 
property ? And his wife, — was 
: not at that very moment, if not serv- 
up a lie on the subject, at least paring 

: truth very thin indeed ? 
A man think,” observed 
Ferring, “that Ducklow had some o 


would 


them bonds on his hands, and got scaret, 


he took such a sudden start. 
has n’t he, Mrs. Ducklow ?” 
“Has what?” said Mrs. Ducklow, 
pretending ignorance. 
“Some o’ 


He has, 


them cowpon bonds. 


ruther guess he’s got some.” 

“You mean Gov’ment bonds ? Duck- 
low got some? ’T a’n’tatall likely he’d 
spec’late in them, without saying some- 
thing to me about it! No, he could n’t 
have any without my knowing it, I’m 
sure!” 

How demure, how innocent she look- 
ed, plying her knitting-needles, and 
stopping to take up a stitch! How 
little at that moment she knew of Duck- 
low’s trouble, and its terrible cause ! 

Ducklow’s first impulse was to drive 
on and endeavor at all hazards to snatch 
the bonds from the flames. His next 
was, to return and alarm his neighbors, 
and obtain their assistance. But a 
minute’s delay might be fatal; so he 
drove on, screaming “ Fire! !” at 
the top of his voice. 


fire 


But the old mare was a slow-footed 
animal; and Ducklow had no whip. 
He reached forward and _ struck 
with the reins. 

“Git up! git up!— Fire! fire!’ 
screamed Ducklow. “Oh, them bonds! 
them bonds! Why did n’t I give the 
money to Reuben? Fire! fire! fire!” 

By dint of screaming and slapping, 
he urged her from a trot into a gallop, 


her 


’ 
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which was scarcely an improvement as 
to speed, and certainly not as to grace. 
It was like the gallop of an old cow. 
“Why don’t ye go long!” he cried de- 
spairingly. 

Slap, slap! He knocked his own 
hat off with the loose ends of the reins. 
It fell under the wheels. He cast one 
look behind, to satisfy himself that it 
had been very thoroughly run over and 
crushed into the dirt, and left it to its 
fate. 

Slap, slap! “Fire, fire!’ Canter, 
canter, canter! Neighbors looked out of 
their windows, and, recognizing Duck- 
low’s wagon and old mare in such an 
astonishing pligl 


it, and Ducklow him- 


self, without his hat, rising from his 
seat, and reaching forward in wild at- 


les, brandishing the at the 
ime rending the azure with yells, 
thought he must be 

He drove t 


lookin 


his house wrapp 


reins, 
same t 
insane. 

p of the hill, and 
beyond, in expectation o 


to 
g 
ing 


, : flay 1; 
a In Names, dis- 


covered that the smoke pro 
a brush-heap which his neigh! 


was bur 


The revulsion of feeling 
, 1 
was ain too much tor th 


ost 


Ducklow. His strength v 


him. For a little while there seemed 


to be nothing left of 
and cold sweat. 


1 
the old 


him but tremor 
Difficult as it had been 
mare in motion, it was 
even more difficult to stop her 
“Why! it has ¢g 
old mare? She ’s running away with 
him ! 


ot into Ducklow’s 


Who ver veard of su ha 


tl ir ! An 


Atkins, watching the lu- 
dicron ] 
almost as weak from laughter as Duck- 


is spectacle from his field, became 
low was from the effects of fear. 

At length Ducklow succeeded in 
checking the old mare’s speed, and in 
turning her about. It was necessary to 
ve back for his hat. 
could hear 
fire ! 


dri By this time he 


a chorus of shouts, “ Fire! 
He had 


1 
is ne passed, 


hill 


fire! over the hill. 


aroused the neighbors 
and now they were flocking to extin- 
guish the flames. 

“ A false alarm! a false alarm!” said 
Ducklow, looking marvellously sheep- 
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ish, as he met them. 
Atkins’s brush-heap!” 


“NN hin< 
Nothing but 
“Seems to me you ought to 

found that out fore you raised 
iO ith ur Wet? 

tion with your yells: 


have 
all crea- 
said one hyper- 
“You looked like the 
Flying Dutchman! This your hat? I 
thought ’t was a dead cat in the road. 
No fire, no fire!” i 


bolical fellow. 


— turning back 
comrades, — “ only of 


jokes.” 


one Ducklow’s 
Nevertheless, two o 
not 


p up, swing their caps, 


three boys there 


: 
were who would be convinced, but 
continued to le: 
1 


and scream “ Fire!” against all 1 


strance. Ducklow did not wait t 


into explanations, but, turning th 


mare drove home 
the laughter of the 


of the 


bystanders ar 
screams misguided young 


proached the house, he 


y up the street. 


1 ' 
1acacaceus . 


” cried Ta 
any fire, boy!” 


! Did hear 
been yellin’ like fury.” 


n’t ye 


Dut 
And Taddy 
inted. “J 


be 


h a fool 


Atkins’s brush.” 
appe 


to some 


1 cari 


ied Old Drushb- 


Ducklow did not inform him. 


“] "ve 


oit 


got to crive over to town 


and 
Reuben’s trun You stand by the 


mare while I step in and brush my hat.” 


Instead of a once 


plying himself at 
to the rest ] 


-room, to 


tened to tl itting 
sate. 


the | 
] 


“ Heavens and 


onds wert 
’arth !” 
low. 
The chair, 
} 


planted in the spot where the; 


which had been « 


corcealed, had been removed. 

or four tacks had been taken out, and 
the carpet pushed from the wall. There 
Evidently 
Taddy had been interrupted, in the 
midst of hi 


was straw scattered about. 
s ransacking, by the 

of fire. Indeed, he was even now creep- 
ing into the house to see what notice 
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take of these evidences 

In trepidation the farmer thrust 
in his hand here and there, and groped, 
he found the envelope precisely 


1ere it had been placed the night be- 


until 
wl 
fore, with the tape tied around it, which 
his wife had put on to prevent its con- 
tents from slipping out and losing them- 
selves. Great was the joy of Ducklow. 
Great also was the wrath of him, when 
1 


turned 


and discovered Taddy. 
't I tell you to stand by the 


4 


he 


: won’t stir,” said Taddy, shrink- 


>!” And Ducklow grasp- 
» collar. “ What have you 
.ook at that!” 


!” — beginning 


ed him | 
been ck 
4 me to 


ram his fists into his 


ll ’t wa’n’t you!” 
] till his teeth chat- 


it was you pullin’ up the 


ok him 


ly. 
1arble! Ye did n’t lose it 
rpet, did ye? Look at all 


iled out !”” — shaking him 


snivelled Tad 


iow but it might ’a’ got 


, marbles roll so,” ex- 


1s soon as he could get 


Ducklow administered 
“ Don’t 
thing again, if you lose 


box on his ear. 


. ” 
eS . 


‘Ha’ 


rubbing 


1 million !”’ Taddy wept, 
j heek. “ Ha’n’t got but 
four! Won't ve buy me some to-day ?” 


“Go to that mare, and don’t you 


leave her again till I come, or I ’ll mzar- 


ble ye in a way you won't like!” 
Understanding, by this 


form of expression, that flag- 


somewhat 
equivocal 
ellation was threatened, Taddy obeyed, 
still 
ear. 


Ducklow 


feeling his smarting and burning 


was in trouble. What 
should with the bonds? The 
floor was no place for them, after what 
and he remembered too 


26 


he do 


had happened ; 
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well the experience of yesterday to think 
for a moment of carrying them about 
his person. With unreasonable impa- 
tience, his mind reverted to Mrs. Duck- 
low. 

“Why a’n’t she to home? These 
women are forever a-gaddin’! I wish 
Reuben’s trunk was in Jericho! ” 

Thinking of the trunk reminded him 
of one in the garret, filled with old pa- 
pers of all sorts, — newspapers, letters, 
bills of sale, children’s writing - books, 
—accumulations of the past quarter of 
acentury. Neither fire nor burglar nor 
ransacking youngster had ever molested 
those ancient records during all those 
five-and-twenty years. A bright thought 
struck him. 

“J ll slip the bonds down into that 
wuthless heap o’ rubbish, where no one 
’u’d ever think o’ lookin’ for ’em, and 
resk ’em.” 

Having assured himself that Taddy 
was standing by the wagon, he paid a 
hasty visit to the trunk in the g 


garret, 
and concealed the envelope, still bound 
in its band of tape, among the papers. 
He then drove away, giving Taddy a 
final charge to beware of setting any- 
thing afire. 

He had driven about half a mile when 
he met a peddler. There was nothing 
unusual or alarming in such a circum- 
stance, surely; but as Ducklow kept 
on, it troubled him. 

“ He ‘ll stop to the house now, most 
likely, and want to trade. 
body but Taddy, there ’s no knowin’ 
what he ’ll be tempted to do. But I 
a’n’t a-goin’ to worry. Ill defy anybody 
to find them bonds. 


Findin’ no- 


Besides, she may 
be home by this time. 
hear of the fire-alarm, and hurry home: 
it "ll be jest like her. She ’ll be there, 
and — trade with the peddler?” thought 
Ducklow, uneasily. Then a frightful 
fancy possessed him. “ She has threat- 
ened two or three times to sell that old 
trunkful of papers. He ’ll offer a big 
price for ’em, and ten to one she ’ll let 
him have ’em. Why did w’t | think 
on ’t? What a stupid blunderbuss I 
be!” 

As Ducklow thought of it, he felt al- 


I guess she ’ll 
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most certain that Mrs. Ducklow had low gently pulled up his trousers-leg to 


g 

returned home, and that she was bar- look at the bruised part. 

gaining with the peddler at that mo- “Got anything in yer boot-leg to- 

ment. He fancied her smilingly receiv- day, Pa: Ducklow ?” asked Taddy, in- 

ing bright tin-ware for the old papers; nocently. 

and he could see the tape-tied envelope “Yes, a barked shin !—all on your 

going into the bag with the rest! The account, too! Go and put that straw 

result was, that he turned about and back, and fix the carpet ; and don’t ye 
f my boot - le 


whipped the old mare home again in let me -hear ye speak o g 


terrific haste, to catch the departing again, or I 'll doot-leg ye 
peddler. So saying, Ducklow departed. 
Arriving, he found the house as he Instead of repairing the mischi 
had left it, and Taddy occupied in mak- had done in the sitting - room, 
ing a kite-frame. devoted his time and talents 
“ Did that peddler stop here ?” more 
? 


inte 


Structing hi c 
And ha’n’t yer Ma Ducklow bee at that, until } 


? 


“T ha’n’t seen no peddler.’ y 
home, neither ?’ driving by, stop 
™ No.” folks were 


And with a guilty look, Taddy * A’n’t to home 
the kite-frame behind him y; 
Ducklow considered. The ] Mr. Grantl 
cross-street: he would gentleman, f 
™ Jump in”: 
had scram 
And nov red a circun 


foreses n. 
’ reached Reul 
eaving word that | id not wish and although the report of its 


Y I 


any old papers in the h t e d, followed immediately, Mrs. 
but feared lest the request might excite inflammabl ncy was 
Taddy’s suspicions. that she could find no comfort in 


SO KINCi¢ 


“TI don’t see no 


take the bonds wit! 


And off s 
out of br in her anxiety. 

She reached the brow of the } ill just 
time to see a chaise drive away fron 
1er Own door. 


“Who can tha B§ wonder if 
—— . ; 1 F 
Tad ere to g the house! 
them 


ind to his breast. nd th as she was, she quick- 


ed his hold of the wagon-box 1 he 2, and trudged on, flushed, 
fell, raking his shit dly on the wl : piring, panting, until she reached 


“Yer side- pocket! it ’ ’ yer the house. 
mittens !” said Taddy. “ Thaddeus ! ” -alled 


“ You rascal! he uu scared me No Taddy answered. She went 
gon, Duck- The house was deserted. And lo! 
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carpet torn up, and the bonds abstract- 
ed! 

Mr. Ducklow never would have made 
such work, removing the bonds. Then 
somebody else must have taken them, 
she reasoned. 
she ex- 
or rather made an effort to ex- 
claim, succeeding only in bringing forth 
a ho Fear dried 
up articulation. Vox fauctbus hesit. 

And’ 


been murdered, perhaps, — or gagged 
| gg 


“The man in the chaise!” 
claimed, 


gasping sound. 


irse, 


Taddy? He had disappeared ; 
and carried away by the man in the 
chaise. 

Mrs. Ducklow flew hither and thith- 
er, (to use 
“like a 
then rushed out of the house, and up 


a favorite phrase of her own,) 


her head 


hen with cut off”; 
the street, screaming after the chaise, — 
“ Murder! 
thief ! 
She w 
franti 


now she trotted, now she cantered ; but 


murder! Stop thief! stop 


If she had trudged 
if the cantering of the old mare was fit- 
ly likened to 


to what ma of 


that of a cow, t iat thing, 
motion under the 
cantering of 
It was original ; it was 


Now, with 


liken the 


prod 


lly waving hands, and all 


ing and flapping skirts, she 
; f hi » iin. 
of huge, unwieldy 


Then she sank 


peci 
ttempting to fly. 
a heavy, dragging walk, — 


nd strength all gone, — no 
ft even to scream murder. Then 
ful realization of the loss of the 
bonds once more rushing over her, she 
started up again. “ Half running, half 


flying, wh: Then 
Atkins’s dog saw her, and, naturally 


it progress she made!” 


mistaking her for a prodigy, came out 
her, bristling up and bounding and 
cing terrifically. 
cried Atkins, follow- 
ing the dog. “What ’s the matter? 
What ’s to pay, Mrs. Ducklow?” 
Attempting to speak, the good woman 
1 only pant and wheeze. 
‘Robbed !” she at last managed to 
whisper, amid the yelpings of the cur 


me here * 


that refused to be silenced. 
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How? Who?” 

Ketch it.” 
Her gestures expressed more than 
and Atkins’s and 
wagon, with which he had been draw- 
ing out brush, being in the yard near 
by, he ran to them, leaped to the seat, 
drove into the road, took Mrs. Duck- 
low aboard, and set out in vigorous pur- 
suit of the slow two-wheeled vehicle. 

“Stop, you, Sir! Stop, you, Sir!” 
shrieked Mrs. Ducklow, having recov- 


“ Robbed ? 
“The chaise. 


her words ; horse 


ered her breath by the time they came 
up with the chaise. 

It stopped, and 
minister put out his 
prised face. 


Mr. Grantley the 
good-natured, sur- 
““You ’ve robbed my house! You 
*ve took” 

Mrs. Ducklow was going on in wild, 
accusatory 
nized 


accents, when she recog- 
the benign countenance. 

“ What do you say? I have robbed 
you?” he exclaimed, very much aston- 
ished. 

“No, no! not you! You would n’t 
do such a thing !”’ she stammered forth, 
while Atkins, who had laughed himself 
weak at Mr. Ducklow’s plight earlier in 
the morning, now laughed himself in- 
to a side-ache at Mrs. Ducklow’s ludi- 
crous mistake. “But did you — did 
you stop atmy house? Have you seen 
our Thaddeus ? 


“Here I be, Ma Ducklow !’ 
small voice ; 


’ piped a 
and Taddy, who had till 
41 - - : £233 ar. 4 

then remained hidden, fearing punish- 
ment, out of the chaise from 
broad back of 


peeped 


behind the the minis- 


ter. 
“Taddy ! " 


pet”? —— 


Taddy ! how came the car- 
“JT pulled it up, huntin’ for a marble,” 
said Taddy, as she paused, overmaster- 
ed by her emotions. 
“And the—the thing 
brown wrapper ?” 
“ Pa Ducklow took it.” 
“Ye sure?” 


tied up in a 


“ Yes, I seen him!” 
“Oh, dear!” said Mrs, 
never was so beat! 


Ducklow, “I 
Mr. Grantley; I 
hope — excuse me—I did n’t know 
what I was about! Taddy, you notty 
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boy, what did you leave the house for ? 
Be ye quite sure yer Pa Ducklow” 
Taddy repeated that he was quite 
sure, as he climbed from the chaise 
into Atkins’s wagon. The minister 
smilingly remarked that he hoped she 
would find no robbery had been com- 
mitted, and went Atkins, 
driving back, and setting her and Tad- 
dy down at the Ducklow gate, answer- 
ed her embarrassed “‘ Much obleeged 
to ye,” with a sincere “‘ Not at all,” 
considering the fun he had had a suffi- 
cient compensation for his trouble. And 


his way. 


thus ended the morning’s adventures, 
with the exception of an unimportant 
episode, Taddy, Mrs. Duck- 
Mrs. Ducklow’s rattan were 
the principal actors. 
At noon Mr. Ducklow returned. 
“Did ye take the bonds?” 
wife’s first question. 


in which 
low, and 


was his 


“Of course I did! Ye don’t sup- 
pose I ’d go away and leave ’em in the 
house, not knowin’ when you ’d be 
comin’ home ?” 

“Wal, I n’t know. And I did 
n’t know whuther to believe Taddy or 
not. Oh, 1 ’ve had such a fright!” 

And she related the story of her pur- 
suit of the minister. 

“ How could ye make such a fool of 
yerself? It ll git all over town, and I 
shall be mortified to death. Jest like a 
woman, to git frightened !’ 

“If you had n’t got fri 


did 


htened, and 
made a fool of yourself, yelling fire, 
*t would n’t have happened!” 
Mrs. Ducklow. 

“Wal! wal! say no more about it! 
The bonds are safe.” 


retorted 


“T was in hopes you ’d change ’em 
for them Reuben 
spoke of.” 

“1 did try to, but they told me to the 
bank it could n’t be did. Then I asked 
’em if they would keep ’em for me, and 
they said they would n’t object to lock- 
in’ on ’em up in their safe; but they 
would n’t give me no receipt, nor hold 
themselves responsible for ’em. I did 
n’t know what else to do, so I handed 
’em the bonds to keep.” 

“]T want to know if you did now!” 


registered bonds 
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exclaimed Mrs. Ducklow, disapproving- 
ly. 

“Why not? What else could I do? 
I did n’t want to lug ’em around with 
me forever. And as for keepin’ ’em 
hid in the house, we ’ve tried that!” 
and Ducklow unfolded his weekly news- 
paper. 

Mrs. Ducklow was placing the dinner 
on the table, with a look which seemed 
to say, “‘ 7 would n’t have left the bonds 
in the bank; my judgment would have 
been better than all that. 
lost, 7 sha’n’t be to blame !” 


If they are 
when sud- 
denly Ducklow started and uttered a 
cry of consternation over his newspa- 
per. 

“Why, what have ye found ?” 

“Bank robbery !” 

“Not your bank? 
where your bonds” —— 

“Of course not ; but in the very next 
town! The safe blown open with gun- 
powder! Five thousand dollars in Gov’- 
ment bonds stole!” 

“How strange said Mrs. Duck- 
low. “Now what did I tell ye?” 

“1 believe you ’re right,” cried Duck- 
low, starting to his feet. “They ‘ll be 
safer in my own house, or even in my 
own pocket !” 


Not the bank 


eT) 


“Tf you was going to put ’em in any 
safe, why not put ‘em in Josiah’s? He 
’s got a safe, ye know.” 

“So he has! We might drive over 
there and make a visit Monday, and 
ask him to lock up yes, we might 
tell him Laury all about it, and 
leave ’em in their charge.” 

“So we might!” 
low. 

Laura was their daughter, and Josiah 
her husband, in whose honor and sa- 
gacity they placed unlimited confidence. 
The plan was resolved upon at once. 


and 


Duck- 


said Mrs. 


“To-morrow ’s Sunday,” said Duck- 
low, pacing the floor. “If we leave the 
bonds in the bank over night, they must 
stay there till Monday.” 

“ And Sunday is jest the day for burg- 

added Mrs. Duck- 

“T ’ve a good notion —let me see !” 
said Ducklow, looking at the clock. 
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“Twenty minutes after twelve! Bank 
closes at two! An hour and a half, — 
I believe I could git there in an hour 
and a half. Iwill. Ill take a bite and 
drive right back.” 

Which he accordingly did, and 
brought the tape-tied envelope home 
with him again. That night he slept 
with it under his pillow. The next day 
was Sunday; and although Mr. Duck- 
low did not like to have the bonds 
on his mind during sermon-time, and 
Mrs. Ducklow “ dreaded dreadfully,” as 
she said, “to look the minister in the 
face,” they concluded that it was best, 
on the whole, to go to meeting, and 
With the envelope 
once more in his breast-pocket, (stitch- 
ed in this time by Mrs. Ducklow’s own 
hand,) the farmer sat under the drop- 
pings of the sanctuary, and stared up at 
good minister, but without hearing 


carry the bonds. 


the 
a word 
so engrossed by worldly cares, until the 
preacher exclaimed vehemently, looking 


of the discourse, his mind was 


straight at Ducklow’s pew, — 

“What said Paul? ‘I would to God 
that not only thou, but also all that hear 
me this day, 
gether such as I am, except these bonds.’ 
‘Except these bonds’!” he repeated, 
strikin 


were both almost and alto- 


1 


g the Bible. “Can you, my hear- 
ers, — can you say, with Paul, ‘ Would 
that all were as I am, except these 
bonds’ 

A point wl 
so personal to 
was filled with 
certainly have stammered out 
foolish answer, had not the preacher 
passed on to other themes. 
Ducklow contented himself with glanc- 


ch seemed for a moment 
himself, that Ducklow 
confusion, and would 


some 
As it was, 


ing around to see if the congregation 
was looking at him, and carelessly pass- 
ing his hand across his breast-pocket 
to make sure the bonds were still 
there 

Early the next morning, the old mare 
was harnessed, and Taddy’s adopted 
parents set out to visit their daughter, 
— Mrs. Ducklow having postponed her 
It was after- 
noon when they arrived at their jour- 


ney’s end. Laura received them joy- 


washing for the purpose. 
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fully, but Josiah was not expected home 
until evening. Mr. Ducklow put the 
old mare in the barn, and fed her, and 
then went in to dinner, feeling very 
comfortable indeed. 

“Josiah ’s got a nice place here. 
That ’s about as slick a little barn as 
Always does me good to 
come over here and see you gittin’ 
along so nicely, Laury.” 

“I wish you ’d come oftener, then,” 
said Laura. 

“Wal, it ’s hard leavin’ home, ye 
know. Have to git one of the Atkins 
boys to come and sleep with Taddy the 
night we ’re away.” 

“We should n’t have come to-day, 
if *t had n’t been for me,” 
Mrs. Ducklow. 
ther, says I, ‘I feel as if I wanted to 
go over and see Laury; it seems an 
age since I ’ve seen her,’ says I. ‘ Wall,’ 


says he, ‘s’pos’n’ we go!’ 


ever I see. 


remarked 
“Says I to your fa- 


says he. 
That was only last Saturday; and this 
morning we started.” 

“ And it’s no fool of a job to make 
the journey with the old mare!” said 
Ducklow. 

“Why don’t 


horse ?” 


you drive a_ better 
said Laura, whose pride was 
always touched when her parents came 
to visit her with the old mare and the 
one-horse wagon. 

“ Oh, she answers my purpose. Hoss- 
flesh is high, Laury. 
mize, these times.” 

‘I ’m sure there ’s no need of your 


Have to econo- 


economizing !” exclaimed Laura, lead- 
ing the way to the dining-room. “ Why 
don’t you use your money, and have 
the good of it?” 

“So I tell him,” said Mrs. Ducklow, 
faintly. —‘* Why, Laury! I did n’t want 
you to be to so much trouble to git din- 
A bite would have an- 
swered. Do see, father!” 

At evening Josiah came home ; and 
it was until then that Ducklow 
mentioned the subject which was fore- 
most in his thoughts. 

“What do ye think o’ Gov’ment 
bonds, Josiah?” he incidentally inquir- 
ed, after supper. 

“ First-rate !’ 


ner jest for us ! 


not 


’ 


said Josiah. 





406 Coupon 
“About as safe as anything, a’n’t 
they?” said Ducklow, encouraged. 
“Safe?” cried Josiah. “Just look 
at the resources of this country! No- 
body has begun yet to appreciate the 
power and undeveloped wealth of these 
United States. It’s a big rebellion, I 
know ; but we ’re going to put it down. 
It ‘Il leave us a big debt, very sure ; 
but we handle it now easy as that child 
lifts that stool. It makes him grunt 
and stagger a little, not because he is 
n’t strong enough for it, but because he 
don’t understand his own strength, or 
he ’ll the 
strength, and know just how to apply 
it, in a little while. 
country. 


how to use it: have twice 
Just so with this 
It makes me laugh hear 
folks talk about repudiation and bank- 
ruptcy.” 


to 


“ But s’pos’n’ we do put down the 


Rebellion, and the States come back: 


South, and 
Secesh sympathizers in the North, 
jinin’ 


sha’n’t 


then what ’s to hender the 
from 
together and votin’ that the debt 
be paid > 

“ Don’t you worry about that! Do 


ye suppose we ’re to be such 


going 
fools as to give the Rebels, after we ’ve 
whipped ’em, the same political power 
they had before the war? Not by a 
long chalk! Sooner ‘ll 
put the ballot into of the 
They 
*ve fought on the right side, and they ’ll 


ll ye, spite 


than that, we 
the hands 
freedmen. They ’re our friends. 
vote on the right side. I te 
of all the prejudice there is against 
black skins, we a’n’t such a nation of 
ninnies as to give up all we ’re fighting 
for, and leave our best friends and al- 
lies, not to speak of our own interests, 
in the hands of our enemies.” 

“You 


investment, then, do ye?” 


rood 


Duck- 


consider Gov’ments a 
said 
low, growing radiant. 

“TI do, decidedly, — the very best. 
Besides, you help the Government ; 
and that ’s no small consideration.” 

“So I thought. But how is it about 
the cowpon bonds? A’n’t they rather 
ticklish property to have in the house ?” 

“Well, I don’t know. Think how 
many years you ’ll keep old bills and 
documents and never dream of such a 
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There ’s not a 
bit more danger with the bonds. I 


thing as losing them! 


should n’t want to carry ’em around 
with me, to any great amount, — though 
I did once carry three thousand-dollar 
bonds in my pocket for a week. I did 
n’t mind it.” 

“Curi’s !”” said Ducklow: “I ’ve got 
three thousan’-dollar bonds in my pock- 
et this minute!” 

“Well, it ’s so much good property,” 
said Josiah, appearing not at all sur- 
prised at the circumstance. 

“ Seems to me, though, if I had a safe, 
as you have, I should lock ’em up in it.” 

“] was travelling that week. I locked 
’em up pretty soon after I got home, 
though.” 

“Suppose,” said Ducklow, as if the 
thought had but just occurred to him,— 
** suppose you put my bonds into your 
safe: I shall feel easier.” 

“Of course,” replied Josiah. “J jj 
keep ’em for you, if you like.” 

“It will be an accommodation. They 


ll be 


“ Safe as mine are; safe as anybody’s: 


, will they?” 


I ’Il insure ’em for twenty-five cents.” 
Mrs. Ducklow 
She took her husband’s 
a pair of scissors cut the 
threads that stitched 
pocket. 
“Have you torn off the May cou- 
pons ?” 
= No.” 
“Well, you ’d better. They ’Il be 
payable now soon; and if you take 
them, you won’t have to touch the bonds 
again 


Ducklow was happy. 
was happy. 
coat, and with 


the envelope to the 


asked J osiah. 


ill the interest on the November 
coupons is due.” 
“ A good idea!” said Ducklow. 
He took the envelope, untied the 
1 Sud- 


tape, and removed 
denly the glow of comfort, the gleam of 


its contents. 


satisfaction, faded from his countenance. 
“Hello! What ye got there ?” 
Josiah. 


cried 
“Why, father! massy sakes!’ 
claimed Mrs. Ducklow. 

As for Ducklow himself, he could not 
utter a word; but, dumb with conster- 
nation, he looked again in the envelope, 
and opened and turned inside out, and 


ex- 
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shook, with trembling hands, its aston- 


ishing contents. The bonds were not 


there : 


they had been stolen, and three 
“ Sunday 
been inserted in their place. 


the Visitor” had 


copies Oi 


Very early on the following morning a 


-faced 


dismal middle-aged couple might 
have been seen riding away from Jo- 
It was the Ducklows re- 
turning home, after their fruitless, their 
No en- 
treaties could prevail upon them to pro- 
long their visit. It was with difficulty 
even that they had been prevented from 


siah’s house. 


worse than fruitless, journey. 


setting off immediately on the discovery 
of their loss, and travelling all night, in 
their impatience to get upon the track 
of the missing bonds. 
“There ’ll be not the least use in go- 
ing to-night,’ Josiah had said. “If they 
stolen at the bank, you can’t do 


And 


were taken from your own 


ibout it till to-morrow. 


on’t see what ’s to be gained 


¢ back. 


by hurrying 


It is n't prob- 
» you ‘ll ever see ’em again, and you 
just as well take it easy,—go to 


id sleep on it, and get a fresh start 


against their inclination, the 


owners of the abstracted 


} + 1 +4 
pond etired t 


» the luxurious chamber 


Laura gave them, and lay awake all 


night, groaning and sighing, wondering 
and surmising, and (I regret to add) 
So true it is, that 


“modern conveniences,” hot and cold 


blaming each other. 


water all over the house, a pier-glass, and 
the most magnificently canopied couch, 
avail nothing to give tranquillity to the 
harassed mind. Hitherto the Ducklows 
had felt great satisfaction in the style 
their daughter, by her marriage, was 
To brag of her 


enabled to support. 


nice house and 


furniture and two ser- 
vants was almost as good as possess- 
ing them. Remembering her rich din- 
ing-room and silver service and porce- 
lain, they | 

} 

I 


enough for the honor of the family ; and, 


were proud. Such things were 
asking nothing for themselves, they slept 
well in their humblest of bed-chambers, 
and sipped their tea contentedly out of 
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But that night the 


? 


clumsy earthen. 
boasted style in which their “darter’ 
lived was less appreciated than former- 
ly: fashion and splendor were no longer 
a consolation. 

“If we had only given the three thou- 
san’ dollars to Reuben!” said Ducklow, 
driving homewards with a countenance 
as long as his whip-lash. “’T would 
have jest set him up, and been some 
compensation for sufferin’s and 
losses goin to the war.” 

“Wal, I had no objections,” replied 
Mrs. Ducklow. “I always thought he 
ought to have the money eventooally. 
And, as Miss Beswick said, no doubt it 
would ’a’ been ten times the comfort to 
him now it would be a number o’ years 


his 


from now. But you did n’t seem willing.” 

“TI don’t know! ’t was you that was 
n’t willin’!” 

And they expatiated on Reuben’s 
merits, and their benevolent intentions 
towards him, and, in imagination, en- 
dowed him with the price of the bonds 
over and over again: so easy is it to be 
generous with lost money! 

“But it ’s talkin’!” said 
Ducklow. “I ’ve not the least idee we 
shall ever see the color 0’ 
again. 


no use 
them bonds 
If they was stole to the bank, I 
can’t prove anything.” 

Mrs. 
Ducklow replied, ‘that you should have 
had no more gumption than to trust the 
bonds with strangers, when they told 


“It does seem strange to me,” 


you in so many words they would n’t 
be responsible.” 

“If you have flung that in my teeth 
once, you have fifty times!” And Duck- 
low lashed the old mare, as if she, and 
not Mrs. Ducklow, had exasperated him. 

‘“Wal,” said the lady, “I don’t see 
how we ’re going to work to find ’em, 
now they ’re lost, without making in- 
quiries; and we can’t make inquiries 
without letting it be had 
bought.” 

“T been thinkin’ about that,” said her 
husband. “Oh, dear!” with a groan; 
“T wish the pesky cowpon bonds had 
never been invented !” 

They drove first to the bank, where 
they were of course told that the envel- 


known we 
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ope had not been untied there. 

sides, it was sealed, was n’t it?” 
the cashier. 


* Be- 
said 
“Indeed!” He express- 
ed great surprise, when informed that 
it was not. “It should have been: I 
supposed any child would know enough 
to look out for that!” 

And this was all the consolation Duck- 
low could obtain. 

“ Just as I expected,” said Mrs. Duck- 
low, as they resumed their journey. “I 
just as much believe that man stole your 
bonds as that you trusted ’em in his 
hands in an unsealed wrapper ! 
all, how you could be so careless ! 

“Wal, wal! I s’pose I never shall 
hear the last on ’t!” 


Beats 


And again the poor old mare had to 
suffer for Mrs. Ducklow’s offences. 
They had but one hope 


perhaps T: 


now, — that 
y had tampered with the 
envelope, and tha 


here 


ight be 


But 
on 


bonds m 
found somew about the house. 


this hope was quickly extinguished 
their Taddy, 
protested his innocence with a vehe- 


mence wl 


arrival. being accused 


ich convinced even Mr. Duck- 
the cashier was probably the 
guilty party. 


low that 


“Unless,” said he, 
rattan, 
that morning 


brandishing the 
got 


when the 


‘somebody into the house 


little scamp 


run 
inister !” 

“Oh, don’t lick me for that! I’ve 
been licked for that once; ha’n’t I, Ma 
Ducklow ?” shrieked Taddy. 

The y 


clew to the 


off to ride with the m 


No 
could 
“Sun- 


substi- 


house was sear 


be obtained, —the copies of the 


Visitor,” which had been 
tuted for them, affordin 
for that valuable 


1 
I 


in al 


day 
¢ not the least; 
little pay 


nost every household 


er was found 
exce pt Duc k- 
low’s. 

“T don’t see any way left but ad- 
vertise, as Josiah said,” remarked the 
farmer, with a deep sigh 
enc y- 

* And that’ll bring it 
claimed Mrs. Ducklow. “If you only 
had n’t been so imprudent! 

“Wal, wal!” 
her short. 


of despond- 


all out!” ex- 


said Ducklow, cutting 


Before resorting to public measures 


Bonds. [October, 


for the recovery of the stolen property, 
it was deemed expedient to acquaint 
their friends with their loss in a private 
way. The next day, accordingly, they 
a visit. It wasa 
very different meeting from that which 
The 
returned soldier had gained in health, 


went to pay Reuben 


took place a few mornings before. 
but not in spirits. The rapture of reach- 
ing home once more, the flush of hope 
and happiness, had passed away with 
the visitors had flocked to offer 
their congratulations. 
to reflect: he 
deed ; but 
him 


who 
He had had time 
had reached home, in- 
now every moment reminded 
that home was to be 

He looked at his wife 
] ] ; + +} 
i iis 1 i 


1e emotions that 


how 


soon 
taken from him. 


and children, and clenched 
hard to stifle tl al 


T iit 


aith and patienc 


the thought heir future. 


1e€ss, Wnicn never ceased 


1 
phronias face as § 


house, pursuing 
tasks, and tend W 


deepen¢ 


aiting upor! 


licitude. 
} 


when t 
tenant 


out me 

and feel i 
. - 
months, 


about my} 


it, - 


“Oh, Reul 
tening to him, : 


his hot 


Sophroni 1, ha 
laying her soothi 
forehead ; 
thinking 


more faith ! 


hands upon 


won't about 


We s 


you stop 
Do try to have 
be taken care of, I’m sure! 

“Tf I had three thousand dollars, 
yes, or then I ’d have 
faith !” “ Miss Beswick 


has proposed to send tion- 


even two,— 
said Reuben. 


a subscr 
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paper around town for us; but I ’d 
rather die than have it done. Besides, 
nothing near that amount could be rais- 
ed, I’m confident. You need n’t groan 
so, Pa Ducklow, for. I a’n’t hinting at 
you. I don’t expect you to help me out 
of my trouble. If you had felt called 
upon to do it, you ’d have done it be- 
fore and I don’t ask, I don’t 
added the soldier, 


now ; 
hec f a > man!” 
beg of any man: 
proudly. 
“ That 
said the 


rid) 


’s right; I like your sperit! 
Ducklow. “But I 
was sighing to think of something, — 
you have n’t known anything 
about, Reuben.” 


miserable 


something 


“Yes, Reuben, we should have heip- 
ed you,” said Mrs. Ducklow, “and did, 
did take steps towards it” 

‘In fact,” resumed Ducklow, “ you 
*ve met with a great misfortin’, Reuben. 
Unbeknown to yourself, you ’ve met 
with a great misfortin’! Yer Ma Duck- 
low knows.” 

“Yes, Reuben, the very day you came 
Pa 


sstment for your benefit. 


Ducklow made an in- 
We didn’t 
ntion it, — you know I would n’t own 

it, though I did 


he ntrary. the mc ing 
the contrary, the morning 


your 


n’t exactly say 
we was over 
here ” 

‘ Because,”’ said Ducklow, as she fal- 
tered, inted to surprise you ; 
ill the right 


nake it a 


we was keepin’ it a secret till 
was goin’ to 


r about ?”’ cried Reuben, 


to the other of the 


prevaricating pair. 
[ Duck- 
w. “Three thousan’-dollar cowpon 


! The money had been lent, but 


‘ " nella t? . ] 
Cowpon bonds groaned 


I wanted to make a good investment 
for you, and I thought there was noth- 
in’ so good as Gov’ments ” — 


said 


ht,” Reuben. 
r, if you had money to invest for 
my ber 


’s all rig 


efit, 1 should have preferred to 
pay off the mortgage the first thing.” 
“ Sartin! Ducklow ; 


have turned the bonds 


said 
“and you could 
right in, if 


much cash. 


you had so chosen, like so 
Or you could have drawed 
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your interest on the bonds in gold, and 
paid the interest on your mortgage in 
currency, and made so much, as I rath- 
er thought you would.” 

“ But the bonds ?” eagerly demanded 
Reuben, with trembling hopes, just as 
Miss Beswick, with her shawl over her 
head, entered the room. 

“We was jest telling about our loss, 
Reuben’s loss,” Mrs. Ducklow, 
in a manner which betrayed no little 
anxiety to conciliate that terrible wom- 
an. 


said 


” 


“Very well! don’t let me interrupt 
And Miss Beswick, slipping the shawl 
from her head, sat down. 

Her presence, stiff and prim and sar- 
castic, did not tend in the least to re- 
lieve Mr. Ducklow from the natural 
embarrassment he felt in giving his ver- 


assist- 


sion of Reuben’s loss. However, 
ed occasionally by a judicious remark 
thrown in by Mrs. Ducklow, he suc- 
ceeded in telling a sufficiently plausible 
and candid-seeming story. 
said Reuben, who 


astonishme 


“T see! I see!’ 
had listened with 
pain to the narrative. 


t and 


n 
“ You had kinder 
intentions towards me than I gave 


you 
for. Forgive me, if I wronged 

He the hand of his 
adopted father, and thanked him from 


credit 


you!” pressed 


a heart filled with gratitude and trouble. 
You 
I can only 
say, the fates are against me.” 
“Hem!” Miss Beswick 
stretched up her long neck and cleared 
her throat. 1 


“ But don’t feel so bad about it. 
did what you thought best. 


coughing, 


> 


“So them bonds you had 


bought for Reuben was in the ho 
the very night I called! 

“Yes, Miss Beswick,” replied Mrs. 
Ducklow; “and that’s what made it so 


use 
” 


uncomfortable to us to have you talk 
the way you did.” 
“Hem!” The neck was stretched 
up still farther than before, and the re- 
doubtable throat cleared again. “” 
too bad! 


T was 
Ye ought to have told me. 
You ’d actooally bought the bonds, — 
bought ’em for Reuben, had ye ?” 
“‘Sartin! sartin!” said Ducklow. 
“To be sure!” said Mrs. Ducklow. 
“We designed ’em for his benefit, a 
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surprise, when the 
said both together. 

“Hem! well!” (It was evident that 
the Beswick was clearing her decks 
for action.) “When the right time 
That right time was n’t 
somethin’ indefinite, in the 
of course! 


right time come,” 


come! yes! 
fur futur’, 
Yer losin’ the bonds did n’t 
hurry up yer benevolence the least grain, 
I s’pose! Hem! let in them boys, 
Sophrony !” 

Sophronia opened the door, and in 
walked Master Dick Atkins, (son of the 
brush-burner,) followed, not without re- 
luctance and concern, by Master Taddy. 
Thaddeus ! for?” 


“ what you here 
demanded the adopted parents. 

* Because I said so,”’ remarked Miss 
Beswick, arbitrarily. “ Step 


boys, step along. 


along, 
Hold up yer head, 
Taddy, for ye a’n’t goin’ to be hurt 
Take yer fists out 


while I’m around. 
, 
Mr. 


Ducklow, that boy knows somethin’ 


o’ yer eyes, and stop blubberin’. 


about Reuben’s cowpon bonds.” 


both Duck- 


you touch them 


ejaculated 
“ did 


“ Thaddeus!” 
lows at once, 
bonds ?” 

“Did n’t know 

himnere 1 T a 
whimperec addy. 

“ Did take them?” And the 


female Ducklow grasped his shoulder. 


what they was!’ 


you 
“ Hands off, if you please !” remarked 
htfully gleaming 
“TI told him, if he ’d be a 
good boy, and come along with Richard, 
and tell the truth, he should n’t be hurt. 
Jf you please,” she repeated, with a 
majestic nod ; and Mrs. Ducklow took 


Miss Beswick, with fri 


courtesy. 


her hands off. 
“Where are they 


where are 
they?” cried Ducklow, rushing head- 


now ? 


long to the main question. 

“ Don’t know,” said Taddy. 

“Don’t know ? you villain!” And 
Ducklow was rising in wrath. But 
Miss Beswick put up her hand depre- 
catingly, 

“If you please!” she said, with grim 
civility ; and Ducklow sank down again. 

“ What did you do with ’em? what 
did you want of em?” said Mrs. Duck- 
low, with difficulty restraining an im- 
pulse to wring his neck. 


? 
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“To cover my kite,” confessed the 
miserable Taddy. 

“Cover your kite! your kite!” A 
chorus of groans from the Ducklows. 
“ Did n’t you know no better ?” 

“Did n’t think 
Taddy. “I had 
Dick give me to cover it; but 1 thought 
them things ’u’d be pootier. So I took 
’em, and the 
wrapper.” 


you ’d care,” said 


some new Spa] ers 


put the newspapers in 
“ Did ye cover yer kite ?” 
“ No. 


so much about 


ired 


When I found out you c:z 
I dars’n’t; I was 


"em, 
afraid you’d see ’em.” 
“ Then what dd you do with ’em ?” 
“When you 
over to sleep with me, anc 
’em to him.’ 
“ Sold ’em to Dick!” 
“Yes,” spoke up Dick, stoutly, “ for 


Dick come 


I—I sold 


was away, 


six marbles, and one was a bull’s-eye, 
Then, 

es : come home and made sucl 
when you come home and made sucn 
1 ’em ag’in. But he 


wanted 
give me back but four, and I 


and one agate, and two alleys. 
a fuss, he 
would n't 
wa’n’t goin O agree to no such non- 
sense as 

ull’s-eye and one com- 
mon,” w ly. 

“But the bonds! did you destroy 
em?” 

“ Likely I * 
paid six marl 
“T wanted ’em 
with.” 

“ Cover — oh! 
made a kite of ’em?” 

“Well, I was going to, when Aunt 
Beswick ketched me at it. She made 
me tell where I got ’em, and took me 
over to your house jest now ; and Taddy 


destroy ’em, after I ’d 
r Dick. 


kite 


] 
1 
} ’ 1? 
i 


es lor 


to 


em!” said 


cover my 
you ve 
Ducklow. 


then you 
said 


said you was over here, and so she put 
ahead, and made us follow her.” 

Again, in an agony of impatience, 
Ducklow demanded to know where the 
bonds were at that moment. 

“If Taddy ’ll give me back the mar- 
bles,” began Master Dick. 

“ That Il do!” said Miss Beswick, 
silencing him witha gesture. “ Reuben 
will give you twenty marbles ; for I be- 
lieve you said they was Reuben’s bonds, 
Mr. Ducklow ?” 
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stammered the 


sila 
aly, 


” struck in the adopted 
‘ Now look here! What am I to un- 
Be they Reuben’s bonds, or 
That 
was that in Miss Beswick’s 


not ? ’s the question!” 


h said, “If they are not Reu- 
n your eyes shall never behold 


rse they 


“We 
‘His ben- 


re Reuben’s !” 


while ”»—— 
“ To do jest what he pleases 


chorused Pa and Ma Duck- 


Wal! now it’s understood! Here, 


1 2 
ur cowpon ponds - 


Beswick, drawing them 


} 
+ 


the precious 
potitens SS, in 
bes, assuring 
and 
got a home! 
! Miss 


1$ ' 
SKICS. 


they were 


sophrony, you ’ve 


genuine 


*ve got a home 
you angel from the 
hel and a 
for Dick, have the bill 
to me! Oh, Pa Ducklow! you 
did a nobler or more 


, you 
Be Swit k ; 
order a bus 


half of mar- 


hI! and . 
vies ana sent 


never 


generous ae 1s in 
lift 


yo life. These will 
and leave me 


when | 


a nest-egg 
get my back pay, and my pen- 


nd my health again 


$10n, gain, 


we 

a endent.” 
And the soldier, overcome by 
back in the 


his feel- 
arms of his wife. 
’d do well 


” said the Duck- 


| lj 
ilways told you we 
>member ? 


nphantly. 


4Il 


Again con- 

g 
upon the re- 
Everybody rejoiced 


The news went abroad. 
gratulations poured in 
turned volunteer 
in his good fortune, — especially certain 
rich 
see 
her 

Among the 
joiced not the least ; for selfishness was 
with them, as it is with 
thing of habit than a fault of the heart. 
The catastrophe of the bonds broke up 


that life-long habit, and revealed good 


had been dreading to 


ones who 
Beswick round with 


Miss 
1 


pre yposea 


come 
subscription-paper. 
rest, the Ducklows re- 


many, rather a 


hearts underneath. The consciousness 


of having done an act of justice, al- 
though by 
to them: 


and 


accident, proved very sweet 
it was really a fresh sensation ; 
hie a ~ littl 

his dear little 


and 


Reuben and family, 


saved ruil distress, happy, 


th< inkfu l, 


eyes such 


lad, was a sight to their old 
as they had never witnessed 
Not gold itself, in any 
tity, at the 
have 
tion ; 
are not to be mentioned in the 
parison. 

“Won't you do 
too?” te 


' 1: 
overheard his adopted 


before. quan- 
could 


highest premium, 


given them so much satisfac- 
and as for coupon bonds, they 


com- 


me 
1d 


aay, 


well by some 


time, ased little T who 
parents congrat- 
ulating themselves on having acted so‘ 
generously by Reuben. “I don’t care 
} 
‘ 


for no cowpen bonds, but I do want a 
new drum!” 
“Yes, yes, my son! 


patting the 


said Ducklow, 
3 e boy’ s shoulder. 

And the drum was bought. 

Taddy was delighted. 3ut he did 
not know what made the Ducklows so 
much happier, so much nanther and 
kinder, than formerly. Do you? 
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THE AUTHOR 
WE are not one of those who be- 
lieve that the manifestation of 
any native, vigorous faculty of the mind 
is dependent upon circumstances. It 
is true that education, in its largest 
sense, modifies development ; but it can- 
to, or 
take from, the power to be developed. 


not, to any serious extent, add 


In the lack of encouragement and con- 
temporary appreciation, certain of the 
finer faculties may not give forth their 
full and perfect fragrance ; but the rose 
is always seen to be a rose, though nev- 
er a bud come to flower. The “mute, 
inglorious Milton” is a pleasant poetic 
fiction. Against the “hands that the 
rod of empire might have swayed” we 
have nothing to object, knowing to what 
sort of hands the said rod has so often 
been intrusted. 

John Howard Payne on 
—and it was something of 


read to us 
an infliction 
The Neglect- 


America,” —a 


— along manuscript on “ 
ed work 
which only death, we suspect, prevent- 
ed him from giving to the world. There 
was not one name in the list which had 
Nicholas 
Blauvelt and William Phillips and a 
number of other utterly forgotten rhyme- 


Geniuses of 


ever before reached our ears. 


sters were described and eulogized at 
length, the quoted specimens of their 
poetry proving all the while their ad- 
mirable right to the oblivion which Mr. 
Payne deprecated. They were men of 
culture, some of them wealthy, and we 
could detect no lack of op 
Had they been 
h ive 


l rd 1 laid bricl fr 
Oaracs and iaia DrickKsS trom 


ortunity in 
the story of their 


mechanics, they 


iiVCS. 

would planed 
youth to 
Ayrshire ploughman and 
the Bedford tinker were made of other 
stuff. 


age. The 


and still 


Our inference then was, 
in TI 
Count Fili 


the Author 
Author 
¥ 


By 


r the 


The Unequal Marriage 
Montre 


Printed fc 


sht harles Heavysege, 


Author of “ 
1665. 


Dawson Brothers. 


of “ Saul.” 


OF “SAUL.”* 

is, that unacknowledged (or at least un- 
manifested) genius is no genius at all, 
and that the lack of sympathy which 
many young authors so bitterly lament 
is a necessary test of their fitness for 
their assumed vocation. 

Gerald Massey is one of the most 
recent instances of the certainty with 
which a poetic faculty by no means of 
the highest order will enforce its own 
development, under seemingly fatal dis- 
The author of “Saul” 
is a better illustration of the same fact ; 


couragements. 


for, although, in our ignorance of the 
circumstances of his early life, we are 
unable to affirm what particular difficul- 
ties he had to encounter, we know how 
long he was obliged to wait for the first 
word of recognition, and to what heights 
he aspired in the course of many long 
and solitary years. 

The existence of “Saul” was first 
made known to the world by an article 
in the “North British Review,” in the 
year 1858, when the author had already 
attained his forty-second year. The 
fact that the work was published in 
Montreal called some attention to it 
on this side of the Atlantic, and a few 
critical notices appeared in our literary 
periodicals. It is still, however, com- 
paratively unknown; and those into 
whose hands it may have fallen are, 
doubtless, ignorant of the author’s name 
and history. An outline of the latter, 
so far as we have been able to ascertain 
its features, will help the reader toa more 
intelligent judgment, when we come to 
discuss the author’s claim to a place in 
literature. 

Charles Heavysege was born in Liv- , 
erpool, England, in the year 1816. We 
know nothing in regard to his parents, 
except that they were poor, yet able to 
send their son to an ordinary school. 
His passion for reading, especially such 
poetry as fell into his hands, showed 
Milton 
seems to have been the first author who 


itself while he was yet a child. 


made a profound impression upon his 
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mind; but it is also reported that the 
schoolmaster once indignantly snatched 
Gray’s “ Elegy” from his hand, because 
he so frequently selected that poem for 
his reading-lesson. Somewhat later, 
he saw “ Macbeth” performed, and was 
immediately seized with the ambition 
to become an actor,—a profession for 
which few persons could be less quali- 
fied. The impression produced by this 
tragedy, combined with the strict relig- 
ious training which he appears to have 
received, undoubtedly fixed the charac- 
ter and manner of his subsequent liter- 
ary efiorts. 

There are but few other facts of his 
life which we can state with certainty. 
His chances of education were evident- 
ly very scanty, for he must have left 
school while yet a boy, in order to learn 
his trade. —that of a machinist. He 
had thenceforth little time and less 
opportunity for literary culture. His 
reading was desultory, and the poetic 
faculty, itself whatever 
subjects came to hand, produced great 


expending on 
quantities of manuscripts, which were 
destroyed almost as soon as written. 
The idea of publishing them does not 
seem to have presented itself to his 
mind. Either his life must have been 
devoid of every form of intellectual sym- 
pathy, or there was some external im- 
pediment formidable enough to keep 
down that ambition which always co- 
exists with the creative power. 

In the year 1843 he married, and in 
1853 emigrated to Canada, and settled 
in Montreal. Even here his literary 
labor was at first performed in secrecy ; 
he was nearly forty years old before a 
line from his pen appeared in type. He 
found employment in a machine-shop, 
and it was only very gradually — prob- 
ably after much doubt and hesitation — 
that he came to the determination to 
subject his private creations to the or- 
deal of print. His first venture was a 
poem in blank verse, the title of which 
we have been unable to ascertain. A 
few copies were printed anonymously 
and distributed among personal friends. 
It was a premature birth, which never 
knew a moment’s life, and the father of 
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it would now be the last person to at- 
tempt a resuscitation. 

Soon afterwards appeared — also 
anonymously — 
taining fifty “so 


a little pamphlet, con- 
They 


called” sonnets. 
are, in reality, fragmentary poems of 
fourteen lines each, bound to no metre 
or order of rhyme. In spite of occa- 
sional crudities of expression, the ideas 
are always poetic and elevated, and 
there are many vigorous couplets and 
quatrains. They do not, however, fur- 
nish any evidence of sustained power, 
and the reader, who should peruse them 
as the only productions of the author, 
would be far from inferring the latter’s 
possession of that lofty epical utter- 
ance which he exhibits in “Saul” and 
“Jephthah’s Daughter.” 

We cannot learn that this second at- 
tempt to obtain a hearing was success- 
ful, so far as any public notice of the pam- 
phlet is concerned ; but it seems, at least, 
to have procured for Mr. Heavysege 
the first private recognition of his poet- 
ic abilities which he had ever received, 
and thereby given him courage for a 
more ambitious venture. “ Saul,” as an 
epical subject, must have haunted his 
mind for years. 
of it, indeed, 


The greater portion 
had been written before 
he had become familiar with the idea 
of publication ; and even after the com- 
pletion of the work, we can imagine 
the sacrifices which must have delayed 
its appearance in print. For a hard- 
working mechanic, in straitened cir- 
cumstances, of another kind 
It is no sl 


courage 
was required. ight expense 
to produce an octavo volume of three 
hundred and thirty pages; there must 
have been much anxious self-consulta- 
tion, a great call for patience, fortitude, 
and hope, with who may know what 
doubts and despondencies, before, in 
1857 “ Saul” was given to the world. 
Nothing could have been more de- 
pressing than its reception, if, indeed, 
the term “reception ” can be applied to 
complete indifference. A country like 
Canada, possessing no nationality, and 
looking across the Atlantic, not only for 
its political rule, but also (until very re- 
cently, at least) for its opinions, tastes, 
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and habits, is espe 
the growth of an independent literature. 


ially unfavorable to 
Although there are many men of learn- 
ing and culture among the residents of 
Montreal, they do not form a class to 
a for 
appreciation suffi- 
The 
reading public there accept the decrees 
of England and the United States, and 
they did not detect the merits of “ Saul,” 


until the discovery had fi 


native author could look 
encouragement 


whom 
or 
cient to stamp him as successful. 


rst been made 
in those countries. 

Several months had elapsed since the 
it 
to be already forgotten, when the no- 


tice to whicl 


publication of the volume; it seemed 
we have referred appear- 
ed in the “ North British Review.” The 
Mr. Haw- 
thorne, then residing in Liverpool, and 


author had sent a copy to 


that gentleman, being on friendly terms 
with some of the writers for the “ North 
British,” procured the insertion of an 
Up 


no favorable 


appreciative review of the poem. 


to that time, we believe, 


notice of the work had appeared in Can- 
ada. The little circulation it obtained 
was chiefly among the American resi- 
dents. A few copies found their way 
across the border, and some of our au- 


thors (among whom we may mention 


Mr. Emerson and Mr. Longfellow) were 


the first to recognize the genius of the 
poet. With this doubl 


his fellow-townsmen 


ndorsement, 
astened to make 
amenadc far hei Tl at uld 
amends for their n¢ hey could 
not be expected to give any very en- 
thusiastic welcome, nor was their pat- 
enough to confer 
cess; but the 


small edi- 


ronage extensive g 
more than moderate su 
first 


tion were sold, and a secon 


remaining copies of the 
| edition — 
which has not yet been exhausted — 
issued in 1559. 

In February, 1860, we happened to 
visit Montreal. At that had 
never read the poem, and the bare fact 


of its existence had 


time we 
almost faded from 
memory, when it was recalled by an 
American resident, who was acquainted 
with Mr. Heavysege, and whose account 
of his patience, his quiet energy, and se- 
rene faith in his poetic t 


calling strong- 


ly interested us. It was but a few hours 


of “Saul.” 


before our departure ; there was a furi- 


[¢ Jct ber, 


ous snow-storm ; yet the gentleman or- 


dered a sleigh, and we drove at once to 
a large machine-shop in the outskirts 


Here, amid the noise « 
hammers, saws, and rasps, in a 


of the city. 


grimy hall smelling of oil and iron- 


we found the poet at his work-bench. 


small, 


lust, 
A 
slender man, with a thi i 
tive face, brigh 


of that peculiar 


n, 


1 
blonde hair, ar 
1 


t 
blue which burns warm, 
.. A gi ee , lin 
instead of cold, uncer excitement, - 
the few minutes of our interview the pi 
ture was fixed, and remains so. 
manner was quiet, natural, and unas- 
eh ‘ ie pine 
suming: he received us with the simple 
good-breeding which ,a gentleman al- 
ways possesses, whether we find him 
Nota 
to 


single 
£ 


on a throne or beside an anvil. 
man to assert his claim loudly, or 
notice injustice or neglect by a 
spoken word; but one to take quietly 
success or failure, in the serenity of a 
habituall 


extreme. 


mood y untouched by either 


: 

In that one brief first and last inter- 
view, we discovered, at least, the simple, 
sincerity of the man’s nature,— 


earnest 
a quality too rare, even among authors. 
When we took our seat in the train for 
Rouse’s Point, we opened the volume 
of “Saul.” The first part was finished 
as we approached St. Albans; the sec- 
ond at Vergennes ; and twilight was fall- 
ing as we closed the book between Ben- 
nington and Troy. Whatever crudities 
of expression, inaccuracies of rhythm, 
faults of arrangement, and violations of 
dramatic law met us from time to time, 
the earnest purpose of the writer carried 
us over them all. The book has a fine 
flavor of the Elizabethan age, —a sus- 
tained epic rather than dramatic char- 
acter, an affluence of quaint, original 
images ; yet the construction was fre- 
quently that of a school-boy. In opu- 
lence and maturity of ideas, and poverty 
of artistic skill, the work stands almost 
alone in literature. What little we have 

“Ss 


gests an explanation of this péculiarity. 


learned of the history of the author sug- 


Never was so much genuine power so 
long silent. 
“Saul” is yet so little known, that a 
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descriptive outline of the poem will be 
a twice-told tale to very few readers of 
the “ Atlantic.” The author strictly fol- 
lows the history of the renowned He- 
brew king, as it is related in 1 Samuel, 
commencing with the tenth chapter, but 
divides the subject into three dramas, 
after the manner of Schiller’s “ Wallen- 
stein.” The first part embraces the his- 
tory of Saul, from his anointing by Sam- 
uel at Ramah to David’s exorcism of the 
evil spirit, (xvi. 23,) and contains five 
ts. The second part opens with Da- 
as a guest in the palace at Gibeah. 

he defeat of the Philistines at Elah, 
Saul’ and the lat- 
ter’s marriage with Michal form the sta- 
ple of the four acts of this part. The 
third part consists of s#x acts of unu- 
some of them have thirteen 
) and is devoted to the pursuits 
of the Witch of 
ind the final battle, wherein the 
No 
liberties have been taken with the order 


of the Scr 


s jealousy of David, 


sual length, 
scenes, 

1 escapes David, 
Endor, 


king and his three sons are slain. 


ipture narrative, although a 
few subordinate characters have here 
and t been introduced to complete 


The 


inventive 


here 
the action. author seems either to 
lack the j 
feared modifying the sacred record for 
the purposes of Art. In fact, no con- 
siderable m«¢ 
The 


the requirements of dramatic writing, 


faculty, or to have 


\dification was necessary. 


simple narrative fulfils almost all 
in its succession of striking situations, 
its cumulative interest. From be- 
end, however, Mr. Heavy- 
no attempt to produce a 


ining to 


ve makes 
dramatic It is true that he has 
] } } 


availed himself of the phrase “an evil 
spirit from the Lord,” 
moniac element, but, singularly enough, 


effect. 
to introduce a de- 


the demons seem to appear and to act 
and manifest great relief 
are allowed to retire from 


he work, therefore, cannot be meas- 

by dramatic laws. It is an epic 
lial its chief charm lies in the 
march ef the story and the detached 
individual monologues, rather than in 
contrast of characters or exciting situ- 


ations. 


The sense of proportion — the 
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latest developed quality of the poetic 
mind — is dimly manifested. The struc- 
tare of the verse, sometimes so stately 
and majestic, is frequently disfigured by 
the commonest faults ; yet the breath of 
a lofty purpose has been breathed upon 
every page. The personality of the au- 
thor never pierces through his theme. 
The language is fresh, racy, vigorous, 
and utterly free from the impress of 
modern masters: much of it might 
have been written by a contemporary 
of Shakspeare. 

In the opening of the first part, Saul, 
recently anointed king, receives the mes- 
sengers of Jabesh Gilead, and promises 
succor. A messenger says, — 

“ The winds of heaver 


Behind thee blow ; and on our ener 


May the sun smite to-morrow, and blin 
thee ! 
But, O Saul, do not fail us. 
aul. 
Let the 
My 


morn fail to I will not bre 


Haste, or I ’m there 


break ; 


the east; I’ 
reaming wit 


vathering up myt 


This is a fine picture of Saul steeling 

his nature to cruelty, when he has reluc- 
tantly resolved to obey Samuel’s com- 
mand “to trample out the living fire of 
Amalek ” : — 
Her l every cruel sinew, 
And gird the in unfeeling f 
That my swollen heart, which bleed 
tears, 


May cl 


A shivering bather, that, upon the st 


»ke itself to stillness. I am as 


Looking and shrinking from the c« ack waves, 
ng fr 


eviates his horror 


m his reverie, with a rush 


And this of the satisfied lust of blood, 
uttered by a Hebrew soldier, after the 
slaughter : — 


“When I was killing, such thoughts 


nned 
ppee 


10t mower, who thereat stops the 


waters to the 


time 
And d 


Forgets that he is weary.” 


ancing to it in his heart’s straight cl 


After the execution of Agag by the 
hand of Samuel, the demons are intro- 
duced with more propriety than in the 
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opening of the poem. 
passage has a subtle, sombre grandeur 
of its own: — 


The following 


Now let us dc 


seen the last 


First Demon wn to hell: we ’ve 


* Second Demon. Stay ; for the road thereto is yet 


ending spectres of the killed 


choke hell s 


gates, and stretch from 


+a tongue upon the 
yur spirits — even as terrestria 
jetained by foul wind 

r perforce, and feel bro 
ng them on the da (ess waste, 


1 come sounds more 
ht, of the 


lismal than the boom, 


salt flood’s foaming surf, — 


Amalek’s moan and lamentation.” 

The reader will detect the rhythmical 
faults of the poem, even in these pas- 
sages. But there is a vast difference 
the un- 
rhymed heroic measure as terminating 
a line with “and,” “of,” 


between such blemishes of 


or “but,” or 
inattention to the cawsural pauses, and 
that mathematical precision of foot and 
accent, which, after all, can scarcely be 
distinguished from prose. Whatever 
Mr. Heavy- 


sege speaks in the dialect of poetry. 


may be his shortcomings 


Only rarely he drops into bald prose, 
as in these lines : — 
* But let 
Cool, tranqu 


natter.” 
We remember, however, that Words- 
worth wrote, — 
ficers 
Then stationed in the city were among the chief 
Of my associates.” 

We had 
passages of “Saul’ 
must 
whic 


other fine 
for quotation, but 
content with a 


marked many 


be few of those 


h are most readily separated from 


the context. 


yet leave 
ing with.” 


ven death 


“ Ere the morn 
Shall tint ti 


| tint the orient with the soldier’s color, 


We must be at the camp.” 


of “ Saul.” [ October, 


“* But come, I ’l! 


Samuel will not be roused for thee, although 


appoint thee ; for, remember, 


I knock with thunder at his resting-place.” 


The lyrical portions of the work — 
introduced in connection with the de- 
moniac characters — are inferior to the 
rest. They have occasionally a quaint, 
antique flavor, suggesting the diction 
of the Elizabethan lyrists, but without 
their delicate, elusive richness of mel- 
ody. 


sence of that highest, ripest 


Here most we perceive the ab- 
intellectu- 
al culture which can be acquired only 


] 


and conflict with oth- 


It is not good for a poet to 


through contact 
er minds. 
be alone. Even where the constructive 
faculty is absent, its place may be sup- 
plied through the development of that 
artistic sense which files, weighs, and 
adjusts, — which reconciles the utmost 
freedom and force of thought with the 
mechanical symmetries of language, — 
and which, first a fetter to the impatient 
mind, becomes at length a pinion, hold- 
ing it serenely poised in the highest 
Only the rudiment of the sense 
is born with the 


ether. 
poet, and few literary 
lives are fortunate enough, or of suf- 
ficiently varied 
it. 
Nevertheless, before closing the vol- 


experience, to mature 


ume, we must quote what we consider 


to be the author’s best lyrical passage. 
Zaph, one of I 


the “evil spirit from the Lord,” sings 


the attendants of Malzah, 


as follows to one of his fellows: 


lescended 


* Zepl 1 
rod on th 


beam 
ocean stream, 
1 


hanging wood-top nods 


vods 


1 
of drowsy g 
stretch 
ing t« 


1 their half transparen 


war 


and strained, 
drained, 


»w bliss, 


-d, imagine may 


1 in Heaven's night-argent ray.” 


n 1860 Mr. Heavysege published by 
In 1860 Mr. H ge published by 
subscription a drama entitled “ Count 
Filippo; or, the Unequal Marriage.” 
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This work, of which we have seen but 
one critical notice, added nothing to his 
reputation. His genius, as we have al- 


ked, is not dramatic; and 


ready remar 
there is, moreover, 
hat “Count 
like “ Saul 
forcible possession of the author’s mind. 
The plot is not original, 
langu 1 very 


internal evidence 
Philippo” did not grow, 


,’ from an idea which took 


action 
of 
convey an impression 


the 


nd the names the 


dram wis Persone 
of unreality. Though we know there 
never was a Duke of Pereza in Italy, 
this annoys us less than that he should 
as “ Tre- 
9 does the feminine “ Vo- 
nspire us with much respect for 
The are 
bstractions, rather than crea- 

and blood ; and their love, 
fail to stir our 

They have an incorrigible 
iking in conceits. As “Saul” 
a- 
Filippo ” 
of the 
len. It is the work of a 


a fantastic 


name 
"eB 
in- 


characters 


remorse 


| with the spirit of the E] 
*“ Count 
manner 


so 


the artificial 


-kin fror 7 
working from a 


of a poet 
j pulse. : “here 


the 


are very 


uges, but general 
by the constant recur- 


effect is 


rence forced metaphors as 


hese : 
se? 

W 

rt 


The 


have had some 


work, nevertheless, appears to 
share in ts 


improving 
From that 
d at least a partial recog- 


nition in Canada. 


author’s fortunes. 


i 
time, he 
has receiv 
Soon after its publi- 
cation, he succeeded in procuring em- 
ployment on the daily newspaper press 
of Montreal, which enabled him to give 
up his uncongenial labor at the work- 
bench. The Montreal Literary Club 


1 


elected him one of its Fellows, and the 
short-lived literary periodicals of the 
Province no longer ignored his exist- 
circum- 


27 


ence. In spite of a change of 


VOL. XVI.—NO. 96. 
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must have given him 
greater leisure as well as better oppor- 


stances which 
tunities of culture, he has published 
but two poems in the last five years, 
—an Ode for the ter-centenary anni- 
versary of Shakspeare’s birth, and the 
sacred idyl of “ Jephthah’s Daughter.” 
The former is a production the spirit 


is worthy of its occasion, al- 


of which 
though, in execution, it is weakened by 
an overplus of imagery and epithet. It 
. 1 

ght hun- 
The grand, ever-changing 
will 
prolonged beyond a certain point, as all 
the great Masters of Song have 


contains between seven and ei 
dred lines. 
music of the Ode not bear to be 
discov- 
e allowed to 
the 
prises of the varying rhythm, before 


ered: the ear must not 


b 
accustomed to 


become quite sur- 
the closing Alexandrine. 

“ Jephthah’s Daughter” contains be- 
thirteen and 
In careful 


fourteen hundred 


tween 
lines. finish, in sustained 
sweetness and grace, and solemn dig- 
nity of language, it isa marked advance 
upon any of the author’s previous works. 
We notice, indeed, the same technical 
faults as in “ Saul,” but they occur less 
frequently, and may be altogether cor- 
rected in a later revision of the poem. 
Here, also, the Scriptural narrative is 
rigidly followed, and every temptation 
to adorn 


Even 


its rare simplicity resisted. 


that lament of the Hel 
1 which there seems to lurk a ro- 


and which is so exquisite 


rew girl, 


ly par- 
aphrased by Tennyson, in his “ Dream 
of Fair Women,” — 


urning : 


ras of 
, the 


1° 7, 
nis wiie 


in tl 
The passion of Jep! 


is barely mentioned 1e 
the text. 
horror, the piteous pleading of 
mission 
iborated 

From 


and daughter, and the final sul 
of the latter to her doom, are el 
with a careful and tender hand. 
the opening to the closing line, the read- 
er is lifted to the level of the tragic 
theme, and inspired, as in the Greek 
tragedy, with a pity which makes lovely 
the element of terror. 
timent of the poem, through all its 


The central sen- 


touching and sorrowful changes, is that 
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of repose. Observe the grave harmony 
of the opening lines : — 


“* *T was in the olden days of Israel, 
Wh Se 1 ghty men 
To e to defend her ; ere she 

Or « 
A fath 
His 


knew, 


ot kings, 


Wh 

His « 

So doome 
In Auli 

To waft th 
Two 

Sad tale 
This song, 
More frz 


his article has 


grown warns us to be spar 


The length to which t 


y 
g 
ing of quo- 


tations, but we all the more earnest- 


ly recommend those in whom we may 
inspired some interest 


have 


in the; 
thor r 


, 
to procure the po 


I 
per 


selves. We have ised 


times, with in joyment o 
solemn diction, i l, onotonous 


music, and wi 
repairing touches, w 
make it a 


ing to | 


class, may yet be given. 
for example, where Jepl 


be absolved from his 
faultlessly eloquent, | 
of the 


ic connection 


lines : 


1 th im ravine 


1 


The finest portion of the poem is the 


description of that transition of feeling, 


through which the maiden, warm with 


young life and clinging to life for its 


own unfulfilled promise, becomes the 


of “ Saul.” [October, 
resigned and composed victim. No one 
but a true poet could have so conceiv- 
ed and represented The 
narrative flows in one unbroken current, 
detached parts whereof hint but imper- 
fectly of 


water of the 


the situation. 


the whole, as do goblets of 
stream wherefrom they are 
We will 


sent two brief passages. 


dipped. 


only venture to pre- 


The dauchte 
ne Gaugnter 


] 
sD ks ¢ = 
Speaks: 


ae 


we think, 


form of 


ithah’s Daughter, 


t 
I 


ce has found that 
] lis cenius 1S 


for which 


is difficult to 
erary life so ex- 
ult to affirm, 
intimate knowled 


— diffic 
ve of 
he is capa- 
ythmical perfec- 
her sense wherein sound 
. 1 
in poets, 


periect and complete 


he most needs, ot exzer- 


licated : 
sug- 


} } . 
> anowed an Irther 


gestion, he supplies in one 


of his fragmentary poems : 


ruddy valves, — 





Needle and Garden. 


NEEDLE 


THE STORY OF 


AND 


A SEAMSTRESS WHO L 


GARDEN. 


ID DOWN HER NEEDLE AND BECAME 


A STRAWBERRY-GIRL. 


WRITTEN B 
CHAPTER X., 
CONCLUSION. 


«napa ate two thirds of our lit- 
I’ tle patrimony had thus been de- 
voted to the cultivation of fruit, yet the 
other third was far from being suffered 
to remain unproductive. 
] 


ood 


We thorough- 


ly underst the art of raising all the 


household vegetables, as we had been 


brought up t 


i 


o assist our father at inter- 


vals throughout the se Then none 


ison. 


of us were indifferent to flowers. There 
were little clumps and borders of them 


places. Nowhere did the 


i 


in numerous 


crocus come gay 


ly up into the soft at- 


mosphere of early spring in advance 
of ours. The violets perfumed the air 
for us with the same rich profusion as 
in the « 


irefully tended parterre of the 


wealthiest citi There were rows of 


ren. 
flowerin 
after by 


almonds, which were sought 


; 
t 


ees as diligently as if hold- 
ing up their delicate heads in the most 
patrician garden; and they flashed as 
i The n 

flowers in 


frld 
nfolded 


> sun. 
and the lilacs 1 their paler clus- 
ters in a dozen places. Over a huge ce- 
dar in the 
up a mag 


-nce-corner there clambered 
icent wistaria, whose great 
blue flowers, covering the entire tree, 
became a monument of floral beauty so 
striking, that the stranger, passing by 
the spot, would pause to wonder and 


admire. In the care of these flowers 
all of us united with a common fond- 
ness for the beautiful well the 
useful. It secured to us, from the ad- 


vent of the earliest crocus to the depart- 


as as 


ure of the last lingering rose that drop- 
ped its reluctant flowers only when the 
premonitory blasts of autumn swept 
across the garden, all that innocent en- 


HERSELF. 


joyment which comes of admiration for 
these bright creations of the 
hand. 


Divine 


These little incidental recompenses 
of the most perfect domestic harmony 
were realized in everything we under- 
took. That harmony was the animating 
as well as sustaining power of my hor- 
ticultural enterprise. Had there been 
wrangling, opposition, or ridicule, it is 
probable that I should never have ven- 
tured on the planting of a single straw- 
berry. Success, situated as I was, was 
dependent on united effort, the codper- 
ation of all. This codperation of the 
entire family must be still more neces- 
sary in agricultural undertakings on a 
large scale. A wife, taken reluctantly 
from the city to a farm, with no taste for 
rural life, no love of flowers, no fond- 
ness for the garden, no appreciation of 
the mysteries of seed-time and harvest, 
no sensibility to fields of clover, to green 
meadows, to the grateful silence of the 
woods, or to the voices of birds, and who 
pines for the unforgotten charms of city 
life, may mar the otherwise assured hap- 
One refrac- 
tory inmate in ours would have been 
especially calamitous. 


piness of the household. 


The floral world is pervaded with mi- 
raculous sympathies. Another spring 
had opened on our garden, and flower 
after out into gorgeous 
bloom. My strawberries, as if conscious 


flower came 


of the display around them, and ambi- 
tious to increase it, opened their white 
blossoms toward the close of April. 
Those set the preceding autumn gave 
promise of an abundant yield, but not 
equal to that presented by the runners 
which crowded around the parent plants 
on the original half-acre. The winter 
had been unfriendly, sending no heavy 
covering of snow to shelter them ; while 
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the frost, in making its first escape from 
the earth, had loosened many plants, 
bringing some of them half-way out of 
the ground, while a few had been thrown 
entirely upon the surface, where they 
quickly perished. 

I had read that accidents of this 
kind would sometimes happen, and that, 
when plants were thus partially dis- 
lodged by frost, the roller must be pass- 
ed over them to crowd back the roots 
into their proper places. I had discov- 
ered this derangement immediately on 
the frost escaping, but we had neither 
roller nor substitute. As pressure alone 
was needed, I set Fred to walking over 
the entire acre, and with his heavy win- 
ter boots to trample down each plant 
in its old place. The operation was ev- 
ery way as beneficial as if the ground 


had been well rolled. When performed 


before the roots have been many days 


exposed to the air, it not only does no 


injury, but effectually repairs all dam- 


age committed by the frost. 

Everything, this second season, was 
on a larger scale than before, requiring 
greater care and labor, but at the same 
time brightening my hopes and doubling 
my anticipations. I was compelled to 
hire a gardener occasionally to assist in 
keeping the ground clean and mellow, 
although among us we contrived to 
perform a large portion of the work 
ourselves. | found that constant watch- 
fulness secured an immense 


of labor. 


ec onomy 
to cut off 
a weed when only an inch high than 
when 


It was far easier 
grown up to the stature of a 
young tree. It 


white clover or a 


was the same with the 
root. These 
the soil, and will 


; 
come in and take possession, smother- 


prass- 


two seem native to 


no : l ‘oOutine ut the ty herrie 
ing and routing out the Strawberries, 


unless cut up as fast as they appear. 
When attacked early, before their ram- 
bling, but deeply penetrating roots ob- 
tain a strong hold, they are easily de- 
stroyed. I therefore, that 
watchfulness may be made an effective 
substitute for labor, really preventing all 
necessity for hard work. This watch- 
fulness we could generally exercise, 
though physically unable to perform 


consider, 
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much labor. Hence, when ladies un 
dertake the management of an estab- 
lished strawberry-bed, a daily attention 
to it, with a light hoe, will be found as 
useful as a laborious clearing up by 
an able-bodied man, with the additional 
advantage of occasioning no injurious 
disturbance to the roots in removing 
great quantities of full-grown weeds. 
The blossoms fell to the ground, the 
berries set in thick clusters, turning 
downward as they increased in size, and 
changing, as they enlarged, from a pale 
green to a delicate white, then becoming 
suffused with a slight blush, which grad- 
ually deepened into an intense red. It 
was a joyful time, when, with my moth- 
er and sister, 1 made the first picking. 
All of us were struck with the improved 
he fruit on the first half- 
This was natural, as well as what 


appearance of t 

acre. 

4 le } , 

is commonly observed. 

acquired 
1 


had 


out new and longer 


The plants had 
strength with age. They had 
another season in which to send 
roots ; and these, 
and deeper foun- 


tains of nourishment, had drawn from 


rambling into wider 


them supplies so copious, that the ber- 


ries were not only much more numerous 


year before, but they were 
iy larger and finer. The con- 
veen the fruit on these and the 
ints was very decided. Hence 
a generous gathering to begin 

was all carefully assorted, as 

before ; but th 
that addition: 
Fred 


e quantity was so large 
il baskets were required, 
and was obliged to employ an 
to market. 

While engaged in making 


assistant to carry it 
our second 
picking, carefully turning aside the lux- 
uriant foliage to reach the berries which 
had ripened in concealment, with capa- 
cious sun-bonnets that shut out from 
observation all objects but those imme- 
diately before us, it was no wonder that 
a stranger could come directly up with- 
Thus intently occu- 
pied one afternoon, we were surprised 
at hearing a subdued and timid voice 
asking, — 

“ May I sell some strawberries for 
you?” 

I looked round, — for the voice came 


out being noticed. 
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from behind us, — and beheld a girl of 
some ten years old, having in her hand 
a basket, which she had probably found 
on the common, as, in place of the origi- 
nal bottom, a pasteboard substitute had 
been fitted into it. It was filled with 
little pasteboard boxes, stitched at the 
corners, but strong enough to hold fruit. 
I noticed, that, old as it was, it had 
ired up into absolute cleanli- 

The child’s attire was in keep- 


been scot 


ith her basket. Though she had 
and the merest ] for 


apology 
dress that was worn 


with a 


and faded, as well as frayed out into a 


ragged fringe about her feet, yet it 
was all scrupulously clean. Her fea- 
as even beautiful, and 


tures struck me 
her soft h ] 


ize] command 
1 
sympathy 


eyes would 
from all who might look into 
them. Her manner and appearance pre- 
possessed me in her favor. 
“ But did you ever sell strawberries ?” 
I inquired. 
“ No, Ma’am, but I can try,” she an- 
swered. 
to trust her,” 


mother. “We 


“ But it will never do 


interrupted my do not 
know who she is, and 


her ag 


may never see 
1in.” 

1e money 
me have 
th child- 
ling and 


ehension 


us to refuse 
encouragement? Who 


knows to what useful ends i 


so trifli 
may lead ? 
for 


} 


You remember how difficu was 


Y t he plants, and how 
keenly you fel y trouble. Will you 
inflict a keener one on this child, whose 
heart seems bent on doing something 
for herself, and 
ment will fall even more painfully than 

lid on ? AreWe not all bound 


it did on 
to do something for t#}@se who are more 


on whom disappoint- 


me 
ourselves? and even if 


destitute than 
we lose what we let her have, it will 
never be missed.” 

The poor girl looked up imploringly 


into my face as I pleaded for her, her 
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eyes brightened with returning hopeful- 
ness, and again she besought us, — 
“ Dear lady, let me have a few; my 
mother knows you.” 
‘“‘ Tell me your name,” I replied. 
“Lucy Varick, — mother says she 
knows you,” was the answer. 
‘“‘Varick!” 
ly, surprised as well as evidently pleas- 


replied my mother, quick- 
ed. ‘You shall have all you can sell.” 

She was the daughter of the misera- 
ble man terrible deathbed we 
had both witnessed, and my mother 


whose 


had no difficulty in trusting to her hon- 
esty. Her basket would contain but a 
few quarts, and these we had already 
gathered. I filled her little pasteboard 
boxes immediately, with the fruit just 
as picked from the vines. The poor 
child fairly capered with joy as she wit- 

She her 
fortune in a few quarts of strawberries ! 
I think that as she tripped nimbly 


nessed the operation. saw 


through the gate, my gratification at 
seeing how cheerfully she thus began 
her life of toil was equal to all that she 
could have experienced herself. 

Bef6re the afternoon was half gone, 
Lucy surprised us by returning with an 
empty basket. She had found custom- 
ers wherever she went, and wanted a 
fresh supply of fruit. This was prompt- 
ly given to her, for she had obtained 
even better prices than the widow was 
That af- 
made the first half-dollar 


getting for us in the market. 
ternoon she 
, = 
she ever earned, and during 
season she 


the 


continued to find } 
best of 
aoors. 


T 1] 


1 
i ad if 


customers at 


yng since made up my n 

that our pastor was entitled to some 
recognition of the substantial kindness- 
es he had extended to us at the time 
of our deep affliction. We seen 
him regularly at the Sunday school, but 


had 


he knew nothing of my conversion into 
What else could we 
do, in remembrance of his friendship, 
but to make him a present of our choi- 
frui Never were strawberries 
more carefully selected than those with 
which I filled a new basket of ample 
size, as a gift for him. On my way to 


a strawberry-girl. 


cest 
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the factory the next morning, I delivered 
the basket at his door, with a little note 
expressive of our continued gratitude, 
and begging him to accept its contents 
as being fruit which I had myself raised. 
I knew it was but a trifle, but what else 
than trifles had I to offer even to the 
kindest friend we had ever known ? 
That very afternoon, while my moth- 


er and 


I were at our usual occupation 
' 


of picking, I heard the gate open at 


! a 


the other end of the garden, and, look- 


ing up, saw two gentlemen approach- 


ing us. They advanced slowly around 


the strawberry-beds, irently exam- 


ining the plants and fruit, frequently 


; 


stooping to turn ove! » great clusters 


on a portion of the ground which we 
had not yet picked. I saw that one of 


them was our pastor, but the 
As they 


receive the 


other 


was a stranger. drew nearer, 


we rose to No words 


can describe the confu over- 


came me as I recog stran- 


gentleman whom I had 


encountered, the preceding summer, as 


ger the same 


the first customer for strawl 
at the 


house. 


erries, 


widow’s stand in the market- 
I had never forgotten his face. 
Mr. Seeley introduced him his friend 
Mr. Logan. i 
that he 


confused enough 


Somehow it certain 


also recogni: me. I was 
thus taken 
by surprise. It is true that my 
bonnet, though of 


neatly cut and 


sun- 


ig prodigious size, was 


ely fashioned, 
even be« and that 


I was fortunately habited in a plain, but 


handson 
oming, as I supposed, 
entirely new dress, that was more 
nice enough for the work I was per- 
forming. But the hot sun, in spite of 
my bonnet, had already turned my face 
My exposed to its 
fiercest rays, were even more tanned, 
while 


brown. hands, 
the stain of fruit was visible on 
my fingers. I was in no condition to 
receive company of this unexpected de- 
scription. 

But the gentlemen were affable, 
I soon became at ease with them. 


and 
Mr. 
Seeley had received my basket, and 
had come to thank me for it. Mr. 
Logan had been dining with him, and 
was enthusiastic over the quality of my 


Needle and Garden. 


[October, 


He had never seen them 
equalled, though devoting all his leis- 
ure to horticulture; and learning that 
they were raised by a lady, insisted on 
coming down, not only to look into her 


strawberries. 


mode of culture, but to see the lady 
herself. It was pleasant thus to meet 
our friend the pastor, and I did my 
utmost to render the visit agreeable to 
him and his companion. My mother 
of their entertain- 


so, dropping my basket 


gave up the care 
ment to me; 
in the unfinished strawberry-row, I left 
her to continue the afternoon picking 

alon 
The gentlemen seemed in no haste 
to leave us. I was surprised that they 
could find so much 
h I had 


interesting only to ourselves. 


to interest them in 
supposed could be 
Mr. See- 
ley was pleased with all that he saw, 
but Mr. Le 2 
be much more demonstrative in his ad- 
miration. I think the visit of 
would have I een 


gan was polite enough to 
he for- 


mer much briefer 


but for the presence of the latter, who 


He 


seemed in no hurry to depart. 
praise of my flowers, 


was generous in 
and was inquisitive about my strawber- 
ries. He had many of the most cele- 
brated varieties, and was kind enough 
to offer me such as I might desire. He 
thought that I could teach him lessons 
in horticulture more valuable than any 
he had yet picked up, either in books 
or in his own garden, and asked per- 
mission to come down often during the 
frui I was 
1at he should think it pos- 


season, to see and learn. 
surprised tl 
il young strawberry-girl like 
nyself teach anything to one who 
was evidently so much better informed. 
Then I told him that what he saw was 
the result of an endeavor to determine 
whether there was not some better de- 
pendence for a woman than the needle, 
that I had accomplished all this by my 
own zeal and perseverance, and that this 
season promised complete success. 

“T cannot give you too much praise,” 
I “Your tastes harmonize 
admirably with my own. 


believed that 


he Oo served. 
I have long 
confined to 


too small a circle of useful occupations. 


women are 
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They too seldom teach themselves, and 
are too little taught by others whose du- 
ty it is to enlarge their sphere of action. 
All my 


may 


sister 


s have learned what you 
*s,— that is, to support 
themselv 
} 

DY CI 
their talent 
den, and you seem in a fair way to suc- 
much your 


ever required to do so, 
iployments particularly adapted to 
You have chosen the gar- 
ceed. I must know how 
strawberry-crop will yield you.” 


thus discovering the object I had 

and that this was my Own ex- 

periment, his interest in ull that he saw 
] 


appears 1 tO increase. 1€ very tones 


of his voi vecame softer and kinder. 


There thing patronizing in his 


is deferential, and so sym- 
mpress me very strongly. 

he understood the train of 

hat had been running through 

my he heartily entered 
into and approved of my 


My first fa 


pians. 


me at bein 


Hence my explanations 

ill as it was proper to set be- 
cer. Our pastor listened 

hem with surprise, as most of them 
nor did he fail 

his companion in encour- 

] T 


lation. Long: 


| 
t 
1 congratu 
: 
I 


ve him the privilege to be 
iquisitive. It is possible 
ing abashed hum- 


and 
have been confident and 
left us with promises to 


call; and with a lighter 


in ever, I went again to assist 
l 


to turn out well, 


the market - house 
+ +} - ; 

o the promises she had 

re was no difficulty in find- 

ing a sale for it, and somehow it yielded 


g 
even better prices than the year before. 
She said that otl 


of a drought, anc 


vers were complaining 
1 that the fruit in con- 
sequence was generally inferior in size, 
so that those who, like myself, had been 
lucky enough, or painstaking enough, 
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to secure a full crop, were doing better 
than ever. Then our little strawberry- 
peddler, Lucy Varidk, was doing a thriv- 
ing business. She established a list 
of customers among the great ladies in 
the city, who bought large daily supplies 
from her, paying her the highest prices. 
Her young heart seemed overflowing 
with joyfulness at her unexpected suc- 
cess. It enabled her to take home many 
a dollar to her mother. Alas! she seem- 
ed to think—if, indeed, she thought at all 
upon the subject — that the strawberry 


season would be a perpetual harvest. 
my 


We throve so satisfactorily that 


mother seemed to have given up her 
cherished longing for a strawberry-gar- 


den. Now that we had a new class of 
} 


visitors who were likely to be frequent 


in their calls, I think she felt a kind of 
pride in abandoning the project. There 
was a sort of dignity in the production 


of fruit, but something humiliating in 
the idea of keeping an eating - house. 
She even went so far as to decline all 


applications from transient callers who 


had mistaken our premises for those of 


our neighbors, thus leaving the latter 
- 


in undisturbed possession of their 1 ng 
trains of l not 
] 


slow in discovering that we had ceased 


customers. They were 
to be rivals in this branch of their busi- 
ness; and finding themselves mistak- 
en in supposing that my strawberry- 
crop would come into ruinous competi- 
tion with theirs, they seemed di 
a little 
deed, on one or two occasions, 
Tetcl t 
} | 


VASAC 


posed 
In- 
Mrs. 
large 
their 
de- 


to be friendly toward us. 


herself came to us for a 


} ] 


ry 
tft fruit, declaring 


ul of 
own supply was not equal to the 


mand. 


that 


She was unusually pleasant on 


those occasions, but at the same time 
insisted 


it less than 
My mother 


on having the fruit 
were for it. 


not contend 


we getting 


could with such a wom- 


an, and so submitted to her exactions. 
I feel satisfied, however, that her visits 
were to be attributed quite as much to 
a desire to gratify her curiosity as to 
any want of strawberries ; for I noticed 
that she never came on these errands 
without impudently walking all over our 
garden, scrutinizing whatever we were 
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doing, how the beds were arranged, and 
particularly inspecting and even han- 
dling the fruit. Of @ourse we had noth- 
ing to be ashamed of; but though ev- 
erything about the garden was much 
neater than hers, she never dropped a 
word of commendation. 

Only a day or two after the gentle- 
men had been down to see us, we found 
it necessary to resume the task of weed- 
ing between the rows. The drought at 
the beginning of the season had been 
succeeded by copious rains, with warm 
southerly winds, under which the weeds 
were making an alarming growth, not- 
withstanding the trampling which they 


received from the pickers. I confess 


that our heavy hoes made this so labo- 
rious an operation that I rather dread- 
ed its necessity ; but a hot sun was now 
shining, which would be sure to kill the 

; 


weeds, if we cut them off, so all hands 
were turned in to accomplish the work. 


While thus busily; cupied, 


«} ’ 
snou 


whom 
ld I e ng in e gate but 
Mr. Logan 4 


“Capital exercise, Miss, and a fine 


day for it!” he exclaims 
“ No 


where the weeds are pern 


as he came 
up to me. 


1 ow 
successiul garacening 


itted to grow! 


I have the same pest ntend ag 


spoke, his 

implement 

forth his hand he 

xamining it « 

yr hi } } ‘YT > 
over his handsome 


1: ’ 1 


his head, as if thinking that would 


came face, al 


one of T 
ither had used, heavy and 


for a woman’s hand, 


never do It 


my f, 


was he old tools 
tiresome 
with a blade absurd- 
ly large for working among strawber- 
ries, and so dull as to hack off instead 


Fred 


had undertaken to keep our hoes sharp 


of cutting up a weed at one stroke. 


for us, but this season he had somehow 
neglected to put them in order. 

Miss,” he ob- 
“Your hoe is heavy enough to 
break you down. 


“This will never do, 
served. 
This is not exercise 
such as a lady should take, but down- 
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right hard work. I must get you such 
as my sisters use; and now I mean to 
do your day’s work for you.” 

Then, taking my place, he proceeded 
during the entire morning to act as my 
substitute. We were surprised at his 
affability, as well as at his industry. It 
was evident that grubbing up weeds was 
no greater novelty to him than to us. 
All the time he had something pleasant 
| work 
for, not thinking it 
polite to leave him to labor alone, I pro- 


to say, and thus conversation an 


vent on together: 


cured a rake, and contrived to keep him 
company in turning up the weeds to the 


sun, the more effectually to kill them. 


able to learn 


any ol 


Now I had never beet 
the 


( these 
pests of the garden, nor whether any 


botanical names of 


of them were useful to man, nor how it 
was that the earth was so crowded with 
them. Neither did I know the annuals 
] als, nor why one vari- 


ly found flouris 


1 


hing in 


\ile another preferred 
If I had had a desire 
particulars of 


untan- 


inte restin 
my daily acqu 
ooks to consult nor 
them. 
jut it was evident from Mr. Log in’s 


conversation that he was not only a hor- 
ticulturist, but 
nist. Both my 


, : 
surprised at t 


an accomplished bota- 
mother and myself were 
e new light which he threw 
ject. I 


a great dandelion which 


was tugging with 
ome up directly between two straw- 


berry-plants, trying to pull it up, when 


+ 
it ] 
its i 


eaves broke off in my hand, 
leaving the root in the ground. Mr. Lo- 
gan, seeing the operation, observed, — 

“No use in cutting it off; the root 
must come out, or it will grow thicker 
and stronger, and plague you every sea- 
son”; and plying the corner of his hoe 
all round the neck of the dandelion, so 
earth a considerable 
depth, he thrust his fingers down, seized 
the root, and drew forth a thick white 
fibre at least a foot long. 

“ That three years 
old,” said he, holding it up for me to 
examine. “Very likely you have cut 


as to loosen tl 


fellow must be 
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off the top every season, supposing you 
were killing it. But the dandelion can 
be exterminated only by destroying the 
root. 

“ Then,” he 


prolific of 


continued, “there is the 


seeds than the 
yn, and the red-sorrel, worse than 

its roots travel under 
directions, 


h, while its tops are 


throwing up 
inc 
seeds,—the hoe 


Yu yu 


f the roots; throw them 


lS, anc 
} 


iads of 


minate these pests. 


1sunast 


then you 
e somewhat clear of them.” 
was entirely new to me, as 
otanical names, with which 
be as familiar as with 
had often wondered 
dandelions in our 
1 in number, 
been allowed 

it, 1 stead 


elf, we had 


qui 


more 


said 
in walked away 
1 


iss of 


in, Lizzie,eh? Don’t 
yuuld ever be tired! Will 


again? 


water. 


» come 


ne, you are foolish!” I re- 


was an arch smirk on her 


id she continued looking 

2 } later nn ; 
so much latent meaning In 
n of her eye, that I was 


ypelled to turn away. 
ie, that witching time with 
, 


yr in the fields or woods, and 
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, down 
I half pitied his con- 
dition as we came out of the hot sun 


not until then did Mr. Logan 1 
his clumsy hoe. 


into the shelter of a trellis which ran 
along the side of the house, over which 
a dozen grape-vines were hanging so 
thickly as to exclude even the noonday 
glare. It was a sweltering day for a 
guidlines rork among the weeds 
gentieman to work among the weeds in 
J P 14 
strawberry-field, 


in coat and cravat. 


light of it, and de- 
l the 
morning and see us through the 


and 


But he made very 


; 
clared that he would come next 


even another, if we thou 
would be room for him. After h 
gone, Jane reminded me of these offers, 


addin — 


> 


} , 
aown 


yr. 
“JT felt quite sure he would be 


again, even without your inviting him. 
He seems to admire else 


What do 


someth ng 
here besides 
you think it 

But | 


ridiculous to be worth replying to. 


strawberries. 
can be?” 
considered 


her inquiries too 


After dinner we gave up hoeing for 
and went to our usual afternoon 


ition F picking the 


the day, 
next morn- 
She 


uld gather, 


occu 
I 


not 


llent prices, but even called 
It seemed tha r custom- 
ilso increasing, as well as those 

bors. Indeed, her urgency 
1it was such, durir | 
season, that the question 
he r we 
more ground to 


f 


crossed my mind, whet 


of some 


beautiful 
no profit. 
strikes a vein that hap- 
profital le, he is ipt to be- 


come impatient of doing well in a small 


way, and forthwith casts about for ways 
and means to increase its productive- 
ness, as he thinks, by enlarging his op- 


erations. It was natural for me to con- 
clude, that, if I were thus fortunate on 
one acre, better by 


cultivating more. I presume this han- 


I could do much 


kering after additional acres must be a 
national weakness, as there 
merous disquisitions on 


scattered 


were nu- 
the subject 


through my agricultural pa- 
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pers, in many of which I noticed that 
there was great fault-finding because 
men in this country undertook the cul- 
tivation of twice as much land as they 
The I 
ing 


could properly manage. ropen- 


on and enlarg their 
| 


possessions seemed a very 


sity for 
ceneral one. 
Thus even I, 


becomir: 


in my small way, was in- 


sensibly disciple of these 


deluded people. was 


comiort in my 


there 


were able to enl 
there was a lin 


was impossib] 


with 
from | 


1 
larly € 


so 
di 
the 


others 


e 


male gardeners, 

the great fav 

my mother 

ing, 

laid before 

to them, the me sseng 


taken hi 


me. I understood 
mother di 

it, for sh 

ity, — 


No need of his 


rl 
l 
have n’t we been hoei 


“Not 2 


in her peculiarly provokin 


all our lives ?” 
Jane, 


way, “but 


i 
mother,” interrupted 


her; he won’t come to teach ws, — one 
will be enough. As to the weed of his 
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coming, it looks to me to be growing 


stronger and stronger.” 


She fairly screamed with laughter, as 


she said this. I 


was so provoked at 


her, that I was almost ready to cry ; and 


lr 
her as she deserved, it 


as to answerin 


y 
seemed beyond my power. 


My mother 


could not understand what she meant; 
but while J ne was going on in this fool- 


and 
There were 
rake Ss. 


untied the bundle 
1e tools 


as many 


a nice beg 


now have more con- 


tho igh 


nan ever, 


this 


e and a rake for ¢ 
made of polish d 
handles, all rubbed 
it a pleasure 
The blades had 
id anything that 
achie ve. 


thev h 


1ey 


Ss to r 


nake 


of them. 


Being 


id oints 


i 


lt hing into 


ipted to rea 
-way pl ces, — as after a weed 
the : 


thinking, perhaps, that 


grown up in midd 
kind would preserve it 
ction. Then they were so 
even a child could ply them 
day without their weight occasion- 
ing the least fatigue. The rakes were 
equally complete, with long and sharp 


teeth, which entered the ground with 
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y than the old-time im- 


1 been using. Indeed, 


very tools we had been 
of the profits 


promising ourselves ou 


of our second year. My mother was 


pleased with them, as she 


was not of very robust constitution, and 
ld ] tools a g 


id heavy 
strength. I think no 


reat dr ig 
small 


er received was so ac- 


ge 
preceding 
next morn- 
our job of 


epared to 


was of course a profusion 


n to him fe 
ad made, 

» consider it a very 
a he appe red 

e ha l nus 

our aan as we were our- 
a little 
when its 


is singular how far 


act ff kindnec senamalie 
act I indness, especially 


value is enhanced by its appropriate- 


ness and the delicacy with which it is 
performed, 


will go toward establishing 


o 
~F 
a bond of sympathy between giver and 
receiver. 

I may here say, that, the better we 
became acquai nted with Mr. Logan, the 
more evident it was that his heart was 
kindness. He seemed to 
consider himself as almost nothing, and 


made up of 


his neighbor as everything. His spirit 
was of that character that wins its way 
through life, tincturing every action with 
good-will for others, and seeking to pro- 
mote the happiness of all around him 
to his own. He 
1, that we 


piness in the things of the 


fere nce once re- 
must not look for hap- 
but 


within ourselves, in our hearts, our tem- 


world, 
pers, and our dispositions. On another 
ccasion he quoted to me something he 
ist been reading in an old au 
that 

most beautiful at eventide, 

autumn rich with 


had j 10r, 


utl 
should be 


who id men’s lives 
golden 


where good works have ri- 
yundant harvest. 
that 


‘ who or what he was, be 


d into an 
knew 
yond 


’f course, at time, we 


incidentally given by our 
he was the worthiest young 
that he 


him in 


acquaintance, and 
would entertain the 
could, as his passion for 
discovered me to be 
had 
had in 


with what he 
sat object | 
interested him in 
likely Mr. 
down to watch 


» thought 


en come 


kee very possibly in some 


This recommendation 
icient to make him a wel- 


at our little homestead. 


without that, we all felt he 
> no difficulty in winning his 
wherever he might think desir- 


to make a favorable impression. 
xh he was evidently higl 


Hy 
and had been brought up ina 
for aught 
wealthy, 


rior circle to and, 
ht be 
manner was so free 
pretension to any kind, 
that we never felt the least constraint 
in his company. 

Well, as 1 was saying, 


ours, 
yet 
from 


we knew, mis 


his whole 


very 


superiority of 


Mr. Logan 
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came down to assist me in my weeding. 
Jane had gone to the factory, telling me 
that I should have help enough to do 
her share of the hoeing. I was really 
not sorry for her absence, as she seemed 
to have taken up some very strange no- 
tions, which led her 

annoyed me. 


into remarks that 
Besides, she was some- 
times so impetuous in giving utterance 
to these notions, that | was afraid she 
might thoughtlessly break out where 
I might have had 
worth to al- 


her absence ; 


he would overhear. 
not 


lude to, for not regretting 


Ing 


other reasons, while 
but this dangerous propensity was quite 
sufficient. Hence that most 
agreeable morning. It is true that my 
mother was a good deal absent, having 


something extra to do within doors, 


was a 


thus leaving Mr. Logan and myself sole 


tenants of the garden for probably an 


hour at a time. Sut it did not occur to 


me that her presence would have made 
the time pass away any more quickly, 


or that any remarks from her would 


have made our interchange of ideas 


more interesting. There was abundance 
of conversation betwee he 
seemed at no fault for « l 

topics. Then there were 
in the work, when we w 
the handles of our ho¢ 
some point that one of 


On these occasions | 


the extreme politeness 
of his manner toward 
hi: 


tones of his voice were 


I had ever heard. 


any 


indeed, from those of 


mercenary creatt 
“ + ~ ] 
ounter e 


. ] | 
Overlook 


fortune to enc 
impossible to contrast. 


What wonder, the the soft 


tness 
with which they were modulated, when 


conversing with me, should fall with 


grateful impressiveness on my heart? 


But this pleasant acquaintance oc- 
casioned no interruption of my lal 


in harvesting my strawl 


ors 
erry-crop. It 
was picked regularly every afternoon, 
gl 


and I went with Fred every morning by 


daylight to see it safely delivered to the 
widow. 


The sale kept up as briskly as 


ever, though the price gradually declined 
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as the season advanced, — not, as the 
widow informed me, because the people 
had become tired of strawberries, but 
because the crops from distant fields 
were now crowding into market. Then, 


too, she said, as other delicacies came 


forward, buyers were disposed to change 
a little for s« mething different. 

It was a striking feature of the busi- 
ness, that, however abundant the straw- 
selected fruit alwa 


commanded a higher 


berries 1 
price 
which went to market in a juml 
as it came from the vines. 
matter which it is important for 
tivators to keep in remembra: 

it is a source of consider- 
We all know that the large 
berries are no better or sweeter than 


ones ; but then we are the 


attention ¢¢ 
attention to 


able profit. 


the smaller 
growers, not the consumers, and the 
i their hearts on having 
can be produced. In 
ns that 
orna- 


things, it see! 
ill deceived by 
r, people are willing to 


and thus the 


es for it, 
e of being rewarded for 
I never discovered that 


possessed any 


a turnip | 


een stim- 


money each lot produ 


ilous miscalculation, the 
vious year, of what our profits wou 
be, had moderated i 


ha wri yr all thi 
that during ali thi 


his enth 
s season his anti 

tions were confined within very modest 
But as hi 


lencthened, and 


bounds. s column of figures 
he ciphered out for us 


the average 


pric e for each day’s sales, 
] 


it was remarkable how much higher it 
that of most of the fruit I 
saw in the market. It was evident that 
our care in assorting our 


stood than 


berries was 
of itself. Be- 
had the 
others on her 


a go d account 
that the 
jumbled-up berries of 


sides, I saw widow 
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stat eard her complain that they 
remain¢ hand some hours after all 


mine een sold. Then, was it not 


the superiority of mine that had drawn 
forth such stror 


my nr 


1g commendation from 
Mr. Logan ? 


tinued to admire all that I 


and had 


ustomer, 


strawberry way? Setting 


prices, I sometimes 
ulone was worth all 
1 taken. 
lasted about three weeks, 
h time our pastor was a 
As both 
had been made ac- 
ject and 
y were at last 


wr at our garden. 

. Logan |} 
i gener: il ol 
“ne the 

fidence as to ) partie ulars. 
hem Fred’s tally, and it ap- 
they entered into the study 
mut h 
Though in many re- 
ull affair, yet it involv- 
for me, 
it might be turned to 


interest as 


nost as 


and our visit- 


- ). 

1 Mr. Seeley, 
F red’s tally, 
If in terms of ad- 


ve of others 
after ex: umining 
the success of our enter- 
prise a am astonished at the waste- 
ful lives which so m 
are T hey 


tute of purpose. 


y of our women 
seem desti- 
They 


pe or 


utterly 


make no ef- 
or to 
to be 


istrious 


plan, 
istan¢ e, 

some ki of ind 
I ney ariit along 
,1] ] 


ly, in the old we 


listlessly 
1] . 
ii-worn 


¢ to accident to give them 


ion. It is a sad thing, this 


“how 


consider, Sir,” I replied, 


our opportunities, how cir- 


the circle in which we are 


I to move, and with how much 
jealousy the 
its boundaries, as if it were determined 
ween 


is it not solely by ac- 
re be such a thing, by 


world stands guard upon 


ve should not overstep them. 
succeed, 
the 


women 
cident, or, if 
luck ?” 

“ Accident, 
‘ undoubted 


” replied Mr. Lo- 
has something to 


Miss, 
ly 


gan, 
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it. But observation, energy, 
and tact are much more important el- 
ements of More than sixty 
girl 
fell desperately in love with an import- 
ed straw bonnet which she accidentally 
met with ina shop. The price was too 


success. 
years ago a young New- England 


large for her slender purse, so she de- 

With 

no guide but recollection of the charm- 

ing novelty she had seen, no other pat- 

tern to work by, no opportunity of un- 
it to 

instruction whatever, she pesseveres un- 


termined to make one for herself. 


braiding see how it was made, 


no 


til she had produc ed a bonnet that filled 


the hearts of her female friends with 
envy, as well as with ambition to copy 
it. This was the origin of the 
famous Dunstable bonnet. From this 


accidental beginning there sprung 


once 


up 
which now employs ten 


most of 


a manufacture 


thousand persons, whom are 
women, and the product of which, in 
alone, amounts to six 
millions of hats and bonnets annually. 
This girl thus became a public bene- 
factor. She opened a new and profit- 
able employment to women, and at the 
same time enriched herself.” 

* Yes,” added Mr. Seeley, 
are many other employments for female 
skill and labor that may yet be opened 


Massachusetts 


“and there 


up. This that you are toiling in, Lizzie, 


may turn out something useful. I pre- 
sume that even bonnets cannot be more 
Po} yular than strawberries.” 

“ T should think so,” interrupted Fred. 
‘It is the women only who wear the 
one, but it looks to me as if the whole 
world wanted the other.” 

Well, little crop had all 
been sold, I found that it amounted to 
nearly twelve hundred quarts, and that it 
produced three hundred and 


when our 


eighty dol- 
lars clear of expenses. This was quite 
besides, it was 
enough to enable me to quit the factory 
altogether, and stay at home with my 
mother. And there was a fair prospect 
of this release being a permanent one, 
as it was very certain I now understood 
the whole art and mystery of cultivating 
strawberries. 


as much as we expected > 


There was another en- 
couraging incident connected with this 
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season’s operations. It 
our pastor had men 


ppeared that 
tioned me and my 
labors to a number of his friends, among 
whom was one who wanted to set out a 
with plants, all of which he 


large field 


purchased of me, amounting to 


dollars. 


sixty 
This was a most unexpected 


addition to our income. 


at all 


up the factory. I had, 


But my sister Jane did not seem 
anxious to give 
, let in an idea that 
about 


sewing- 


a good while before 


there was other attraction 
the 


machine. I 


some 


establishment besides the 


noticed, that, now we had 


so considerably increased our means, she 


was more dressy than ever, and spent a 


her toilet be 


great deal more time at fore 


for the there 


shea 
eile 


leaving factory, as if vere 
some one there to whom wanted 


to appear more captivating than usual. 


Poor girl! I kr 


1 
ner to do So. 


10W it was very natural for 
Indeed, I must confess to 
some little weakness of the 
tion myself. We had drawn to us qui 


visitors, 


same des¢ rip- 
t 
a new set of 
ral that I should end 
ome as attractive 

As all « 


into a Cc 


ur S sinanagaen ea 


nmon purse, from which 
distribution among us, s 


mother “ai 


the new accession from the garden went 
same repository. 
up with th 


f our finances thar 


dition to beautiful 


very gay shawls whicl 

vegan to tease my 
dress, an article whi 
seen in our ho 


dently insisted 


ae 
lg 


indulgence, and ; } 

I was un- 
so Jane 

was obliged to do without it. But I 

machine 

than I 

reat hap- 


for such finery had not come, 


willing to go to that expense, 
was now to have a sewing- 
Time passed more pleasantl 
known. It was a g 
piness to be able to devote an hour or 


two to 


had ever 


reading and leisure 


> 


every day, 

srompted me to some little enterprises 
t 

surround- 


It seemed 


for the improvement of the 
ings of the old homestead 
world to 


with 


to me 
invest 


the easiest thing in the 


even the rudest exterior 
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true and I found that the in- 


dulgence of a little 


elegance, 
taste in this way 
ld be had for a very small outlay. 
dress, in my opinion, was not 
with such an object. 
I scarcely know how it happened, but, 
instead of the 


being 


l 


to be comparec 
end of the strawberry- 
the Mr. 
Logan’s visits, they continued full as fre- 


quent as when 


season termination of 
there was really pressing 


It could not 


work for him to assist in. 
have 
how 


ul eratified, a e 


much we had sold, 


cause his curiosity to see 


my p would turn out was still 

knew all about it, how 

and what money it 

produc e seemed to have quite 

fallen in love with the ¢g oe and, in- 
} 


} 


aeeqd, ne 1e y observed 


would ever | 
to interest |] 2 
provements abo » house, 


Id trellises 


rmed far more work 
had ever done 

perfectly familiar with 

Moreover, he approved 


ny plans that I at last 


lifficult to do 


without 


’ saa Ae 
10t he ip considering 


vhic a 
a the: sardine 
nicl yIImbhle + 
so much l1umbDIe COt- 
Au- 


erry- 


ison went on until 
when the straw! 
thic kly 


ly from the 


ning 
I o 


eco! covered 


» &Sp ecial newly 
f-acre. I had intended be- 


» particular 


plantec hal 


stowing n¢ care on these, 


ex- 
cept to keep down the weeds so that the 
take root. But 
Mr. Logan learned this, he said it would 


when 


runners could 
never do. Besides, he said, the ground 
to him as if it 
enough. So, if 


looked were not rich 
he could have his own 
way, he would show me how the thing 
Well, 
time he really appeared to have as much 
to say about the 


what could 


should be managed. as by this 


garden as any of us, 


I do but consent? First, 
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with my assistance, he turned 
| and 


covered 


runners into the rows, 


the ' . het 
tne spaces between 


hick coat of fine old compost, 
probably bought somewhere 


} 


neighborhood, — but how much 


> 


t we could never get him to say. 
yrought in a man with a plough, 

he ground, turning the 

in, and then harrow- 

the surface was as finely pul- 

i Then 


nners again, and 


done with a rake. 
to fasten them by 

the soft earth 

I told 

ld have thought of taking 
s 5 


hit 1} 


him 


1e said there 
l run- 

robust 
luce a heavy crop 


must 
Ist 


have 


s grateful interchange of 
that 7% 


em 
feelngs seemed to 


irrent irom 


me harmonious ¢ 


cave birth to emotions 
I had 


lame for being thus 


never expe- 


pleasant 
him down to see us? 
Indeed, 


him. 


I had insensibly begun to ex- 
pect There was an indescribable 
something in his manner, especially 
when we happened to be alone, that I 
thought it impossible to misunderstand. 
Once, when strolling round the garden, 
I directe 


iz autumn flowers. 


1 his attention to a group of 
But, instead 
ing them, he looked at me, and 


VT; 
sVL1SS 


izzie, I long since dis- 
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garden contains a 


” 


that this 
sweeter flower than any of these! 


covered 


I turned away from him, abashed and 
ht- 


ened by the idea that he was alluding 


silent, for I was confused and frig 
to me, and it was a long time before I 
could venture to raise my eyes to his. I 
thought of what he had said, and of the 
studied tenderness of voice with which 
he had spoken, all through our length- 
ened walk, and until 1 


I restec 


upon my 


pillow ; and the strange sensations it 
awakened came over my spirit in re- 
peated 
Thus 


not 


] 
areams. 


forewarned, as I thought, I 
was slow in afterwards detecting 


fresh manifestati« of a tenderer in- 


terest for me than 1ad supposed it 


possible for him to entertain. 


in November, 


g¢ with her softest lustre 
h 


One evening when the 


moon was shinin 


h the deep haze peculiar to our 


usual to 
Somehow, I can 


summer, he came as 


homestead. 


ly tell why, I had 


been expecting 


ig the 


~ 


He had dropped someth 


}] 


ing which had awakened 


oe, and I 


y mind the deepest feelin 
ialf sure that he would come. I 

at there were quicker pulses danc- 
ing through my veins, a flutter in my 


I no previous experience 
} 


t, a doubt, a fear, an expec- 


tation, as well 


as an alarm, which no 
reflection could analyze, no language 
could describe, all contending within 
me for ascendancy. Who that has hu- 


man sym] 


npathies, who that is young as I 


was, diffident of herself, and compara- 
tively alone and friendless, will wonder 
that I should be thus overcome, or re- 
proach me for giving way to impulses 
which I felt it impossible to control? 
There was a terror of the future, which 
even recollection of the happy past was 
powerless to dissipate. Society, even 
books, became irksome, and I went out 
into the garden alone, there to have un- 
interrupted communion with myself. 
There was an old arbor in a by-place 
of the garden, covered with creeper and 
honeysuckle, and though rudely built, 
yet there was a quiet retirement about 
it that I felt would be grateful to my 
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spirit. 
seats, 


Its rustic fittings, its heavy old 
its gravelled floor, had been the 
scene of a thousand childish gambols 
with my brother and sister. Old mem- 
ories clung to it with a loving fondness. 
Even when the sports of childhood gave 
place to graver thoughts and occupa- 
tions, the cool retirement of this rustic 
solitude had never failed to possess the 
strongest attractions forme. The song- 


birds built their little nests within the 


overhanging foliag swarms of bees 


= 


ve, and 
gave melodious voices to the summer air 
as they 1 


hovered over its hon 
ing flowers. 


ey - yield- 
The past united with the 
present to direct my steps toward this 
favorite I entered, and, 


spot. seating 


myself on one of the old low 
that encircled it, was looking up through 


the straggling 


branches 
vines that festooned the 
entrance, admiring the 
the 


soft haze through 


which cloudless moon was _ shed- 


ding a peculiar brilliancy on all around, 


when I heard a step approac 
the house. 


I stopped the 


hing from 


ch I had been 


song wl] 
humming, and listened 
there are steps 
them. 


music which 


It is said that 
which i 

I am sure, the cadences of 
the poet has so immor- 
talized sounded distinctly in my listen- 
ing ear. 
tion. 
ing 


It was the me of recogni- 


le 
I knew instinctively 

step, and in a moment Mr. Logan 
stood before me. 

‘What! 
as I rose, 
warmth 
ing it 


the appro: uC h- 


exten 


ling his hand 


’ said he, 
pressing with a 


and g 


that was unusual, 


mine 
even retain- 


eated, — “ ever 
a perpetual 


until we were 


There must be 


sunshine in 


happy ! 


your heart! 


“Oh, no!” I replied. “Happiness is 


a creation of the fireside. One does 
not find it in his neighbor’s garden, and 
many 

“For once, 


times not even in his own.” 
dear Lizzie, I only half 
agree with you,” he replied, again taking 
my hand, and pressing it in both of his. 
I sought in vain to withdraw it, but 
he held it with an embarrassing tena- 
city. 
before, 
out the 
exacts. 


He had never spoken such words 
never used my name even, with- 
usual prefix which politeness 
I was glad that the moonlight 


[October, 


found but feeble entrance into the ar- 
bor, as the mounted from my 
heart felt that I 
confusion. I 


how long this 


~ 


blood 
into my face, and I 
must be 


cannot 


a spectacle of 

now remember 

indescribable embarrassment at pos- 
but I u 


say, -— 


session of me, did summon 


streng th to 


“Your language Mr. 


ige surprises me, 
ogan.” 


“ But, dear Li 


deportment toward you ought to lessen 


zie,” he rejoined, “my 


that surprise, and 


IT] become the apoi logy 
for my 


hers may find no hap- 
] 


words. Ot 
hbor’s garden, but I 
overed that mine 
You, dear 


yicest flower, 


pi ness in their neig 


have dis« is concen- 


trated in yours. Lizzie, are 


its fairest, ch« which I seek 


to transplan t into my own, there to flour- 


i 
ish in the wz ] 


i irmth of an 
I ha elt for no 
-Ai tne serrate 


Let me add 


on which I first met you here, by 


affection such 


one but yourself. 
1 been so loved as you. 
1e d Ly 
claim- 


fresh | lessings to tl 
ou as my wife. 
an I 


covers 


But 
the 
rs. What I said in re- 


declaration 


write all this? 

every incident of 

overwhelming 
mme. I may have been 
I must have been, —un- 
4 


i O! contieting sensations, 


ement, modesty, a hz appin ess un- 
speakable,—which 


heart. I 


“ame thronging over 
but I 
and the tears came in- 


my innot remember all, 


covered my face, 


to my eyes. Still keeping my hand, he 
placed his arm around me, drew me yet 
closer to him, — my head fell 
I thinkh 


her ev 


upon his 
* - LL; } 
breast,— e must have kissed me. 


If ot 


“f 
how rapid 


enings fled on hasty wings, 
the flight of 


mained of this! I 


was what re- 


cannot repeat the 


thoughts we 


] 

! 
uttered to each other, the 
e exchanged, the Ss 


confidences w glimpses 
of the happy future that broke upon me. 
Joy seemed to fill my cup even to over- 
flowing ; happiness danced before my 
the longing of my 
womanly nature was satisfied with the 
knowledge that my affection was re- 
turned. Out of all the world in which 
he had to choose, he had preferred me. 


That night was made restless by the 


bewildered mind ; 
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very fulness of my happiness. At break- 
fast the next morning, Jane questioned 
somewhat haggard looks, and 


was inquisitive to know if anything had 


me on my 


Somehow she was unusu- 
rtinaci 


happened. 


ally pe yus ; but I parried her in- 


quiries. I was unwilling that others, 
as yet, 


e sharers of my 
joy. But when she left upon her usual 
ut on my best attire, with all 
the little novelties 
had 
naking my 


should become 


duties, I p 
in dress which we 


recently been able to purchase, 
appearance as genteel] as 
r the first time in my life 
it silk would be becom- 
was vexed with myself for be- 
I was now anxious to 
igreeable. But it really made 
1. knock was heard at the 
1 on my mother’s opening 
tered, with a young lady 
The 
that 


it first distinguish her fea- 


ced as his sister. 


indifferently lighted 


her throwing up her veil, 


enized in her my fellow- 


reco 
the sewing-school,—my “ guide, 

d friend,” Miss Effie Lo- 
ars, dear Lizzie, since we 
“and what a 


I know it all. 


» gieninaneitie’ 
me everything. I 


met! ” exclaimed, 
meeting ! You see 


Henry ha 


1..1¢ 
nail as 


am 
is yourself ! 7” 

in her arms, embraced 
ite tender- 
What a 
Her beau- 


h passion; 
me “sister.” 
g it was for me! 
tiful face, light 
tion, appeared 


1p with a new anima- 
more lovely than ever. 
There was the same open-hearted man- 


ner of other days, now made doubly en- 
2 warmest manifestation of 


affection. I 


gaging by 
had never dream- 
ed that Mr. Logan was the brother of 


genuine 


whom this loving girl had so often spok- 
en to me at the Sewing-school, nor that 
the inexpressible happiness of calling 
But 
now I could readily discover resem- 
had 
If he, in sweet- 


her my sister was in store for me. 


blances which it was no wonder | 

heretofore overlooked. 

ness of disposition, were to prove the 
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counterpart of herself, what more could 
woman ask? It was not possible for 
a recognition to be more joyful than 
this. 

My mother stood by, witnessing these 
incomprehensible proceedings, silent, 
Effie 
took her into the adjoining room,— she 


yet anxious as to their meaning. 


was far readier of speech than myself, — 
and there explained to her the mystery 
of my new position with Mr. Logan. 
She told me that my mother was over- 
come with surprise, for, dearly as she 
loved her children, she had been strange- 
ly dull in her apprehension of what had 
been so long enacting within her own 
domestic circle. But why should I am- 
plify these homely details? They are 
daily incidents the world over, varied, 
it is true, by circumstances ; for every- 
where the human heart is substantially 
the same mysterious fountain of 
tion. 


emo- 


A secret of this sort, once known, 
even to one’s mother only, travels with 
miraculous rapidity, until the whole gap- 


ing confiden- 
tially intrusted with its keeping. It 


seems that ours had been more observ- 


neighborhood becomes 


dear 
But such eager care-takers of 


ant and suspicious than even my 
mother. 
other people’s affairs exist wherever 
human beings may chance to congre- 
Humble life secured us no 
emption. 


gate. ex- 


first to 
It may 


Our pastor was one of 


1ear of the interesting event. 


} 
} 
{ 


4 


ye that Mr. Logan had given him some 
a 


inkling of it beforehand, for he was 
Jane, as 


declared that it 


cratulations. 


expec ted, 


early in his con 
might be 
was no surprise to her, and was sure 
that my mother would not think of 
having the wedding without indulging 
her in her long-coveted silk. Fred 
took to Mr. Logan with almost as much 
kindliness as even myself. Through- 
out the neighborhood the affair created 
an immense sensation, as it was cur- 
rently believed that Mr. Logan was 
exceedingly rich, and that now I was 
likely to become a lady. While poor, 
I was only a strawberry-girl; but rich, 


I would be a lady! Who is to ac- 
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count for these false estimates of hu- 
man life? Who is mighty enough to 
correct them ? 

Nothing had ever so melted down 
the rude stiffness of the Tetchy family 
as this wonderful revolution in my do- 
mestic prospects. They became amus- 
ingly disposed to sociability, as well 
But I was glad 
to see my mother stiffen up in pro- 


as to inquisitiveness. 


portion to their sudden condescension, 
for she would have nothing to do with 
them. 

Who, among casuists, can account 
for the contagious sympathy that seems 
I had often 
heard it said that one wedding generally 


to govern the affections ? 


leads the way to another. Not a fort- 
night after these important events, Jane 
gave a new surprise to the household 
by introducing to us a 


lover of her 


own. It appeared that everything had 
been arranged between them before we 
knew a word about it. 
young man in this case was a junior 


The happy 


partner in the factory; and this, as I 
had long suspected, was the great se- 
cret of her attraction there. 
nother 


How my 


could have been so blind to 
the signs of coming events, such as 
were developing around her, I could 
not understand. But both affairs were 
real surprises to her. If we had de- 
pended on her genius as a matchmaker, 


I fear that both Jane and myself would 
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have had a very discouraging experi- 
ence! 

Thus the services of our pastor were 
likely to be in great request, for Jane 
insisted that he should officiate at her 
wedding, and Mr. Logan would think 
of no other for his own; and for my- 
self, I thought it best, as this was the 
first time, not to let it be said that I 
had volunteered to make a difficulty by 
Effie 
offered to be my bridesmaid, and Mr. 
Logan declared that Fred should be 
first It was a haz- 
ardous venture, Fred being as much a 


being contrary on such a point! 


his groomsman. 
novice at such performances as my- 
self,— who had 
With 


turned 


never officiated even 
as bride! a little tutoring, how- 
ever, he out a surprising suc- 
Lucy, no longer a little barefoot 
fruit-peddler, was promoted to be my 
waiting-maid. 


cess. 


The new year came, bringing with it 
silks and jewels, and the double wed- 
ding. If I write that I am married, I 
must add that I am still without a sew- 
ing-machine. To me the garden has 
been better than the needle. 

There is a moral to be drawn from 
all that I have written, wherein it may 
be seen that the field of my choice is 
If I re- 
tire from market as a strawberry-girl, it 
must not be inferred that it is because 
the business has been overdone. 


wide enough for many others. 





JOHN 


FROM THE 
A MONG the many brave men who 
L\ have taken part in 
whose dying embers are 


this war, — 
now being 
trodden out by a “ poor white man,” — 
none, perhaps, have done more service 
to the country, or won less glory for 
themselves, than the “ poor whites ” who 


have acted as scouts for the Union ar- 


HEAD OF 


JORDAN, 


BAINE. 


mies. The issue of battles, the result 
of campaigns, and the possession of 
wide districts of country, have often 
depended on their sagacity, or been de- 
termined by the information they have 
gathered ; and yet they have seldom 
been heard of in the newspapers, and 
may never be read of in history. 





Romantic, thrilling, and sometimes 
laughable adventures have attended the 
operations of the scouts of both sec- 
tions; but more difficulty and danger 
have undoubtedly been encountered by 
: 


the partisans of the North than of the 


South. Operating mostly within the 
circle of their own acquaintance, the 
latter have usually been aided and har- 
bored by the Southern people, who, 
generally friendly to Secession, have 
themselves often acted as spies, and 
conveyed hes districts 


dispate across 
occupied by our armies, and inacces- 


sible to any but supposed loyal citi- 
zel 


The service rendered the South by 


these volunteer scouts has often been 
of the most important character. One 
stormy night, early in the war, a young 
woman set out from a garrisoned town 
to visit a sick uncle residing a short 
distance in the country. The sick uncle, 
mounting his horse at midnight, rode 
twenty miles in the rain to Forrest’s 
head-quarters. 
portant 


The result was, the im- 

Murfreesboro’ and a 
promising Major-General fell into the 
hands of tl 


town ol 


1e Confederates ; and all be- 
cause the said Major-General permitted 
a pretty woman to pass his lines on “a 
mission of mercy.” 

At another time, a Rebel citizen, pro- 


fessing disgust with Secession for hav- 

ing the weakness to be on “its last 
S 

legs,” took the oath of allegiance and 


Union uniform. Inform- 
ing himself fully of the disposition of 
Nashville Rail- 
he suddenly disappeared, to re- 
appear with Basil Duke and John Mor- 
gan ina mid 


assumed the 


our forces along the 


road, 


ight raid on our slumber- 
ing outposts. 

Again, a column on the march came 
upon a wretched woman, with a child 
in her arms, seated by the dying em- 
bers of a burning homestead, — burn- 
ing, she said, because her sole and only 
friend, her uncle, (these ladies seldom 
have any nearer kin,) “ stood up stret 
fur the kentry.” No American soldier 
“in” to 
This woman was soon “lift- 


ever refused a a woman in 
distress. 


ed” into an empty saddle by the side 
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of a staff-officer, who, with many wise 
winks and knowing nods, was discuss- 
ing the intended route of the expedition 
with a brother simpleton. A little far- 
ther on the woman suddenly remem- 
bered that another uncle, who did not 
stand up quite so “ stret fur the kentry,” 
and, consequently, had a house still 
standing up for him, lived “plumb up 
thet ’ar’ hill ter the right o’ the high- 
road.” She was set down, the column 
moved on, and— Streight’s well plan- 
ned expedition miscarried. But no one 
wasted a thought on the forlorn woman 
and the sallow baby whose skinny faces 
were so long within earshot of the wood- 
en-headed staff-officer. 

Means quite as ingenious and quite 
as curious were often adopted to con- 
ceal dispatches, when the messenger 
was in danger of capture by an enemy. 
A boot with a hollow heel, a fragment of 
corn-pone too stale to tempt a starving 
man, a strip of adhesive plaster over 
a festering wound, or a ball of cotton- 
wool stuffed into the ear to keep out the 
west wind, often hid a message whose 
discovery would cost a life, and per- 
haps endanger an army. The writer 
has himself seen the hollow half-eagle 
which bore to Burnside’s beleaguered 
force the welcome tidings that in thir- 
ty hours Sherman would relieve Knox- 
ville. 

The perils which even the “native” 
scout encountered can be estimated only 
by those familiar with the vigilance that 
surrounds an army. The casual meet- 
ing with an acquaintance, the slight- 
est act inconsistent with his assumed 
character, or the smallest incongruity 
between his speech and that of the dis- 
trict to which he professed to belong, 
has sent many a good man to the gal- 
lows. One of the best of Rosecrans’s 
scouts —a native of East Kentucky — 
lost his life because he would “ bounce ” 
(mount) his nag, “ pack” (carry) his gun, 
eat his bread “dry so,” (without but- 
ter,) and “guzzle his peck o’ whiskey,” 
in the midst of Bragg’s camp, when no 
such things were done there, nor in the 
mountains of Alabama, whence he pro- 
fessed to come. Acquainted only with 
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a narrow region, the poor fellow did not 
know that every Southern district has 
its own dialect, and that the travelled 
ear of a close observer can detect the 
slightest deviation from its customary 
But he was not alone in 

Almost y North- 


ern writer who has undertaken to de- 


phrases. 


this ignorance. every 


scribe Southern life has fallen into the 


same error. Even Olmstead, who has 
caught the idioms wonderfully, con- 
founds the dialects of different regions, 
and makes a Northern Georgian “ri 
smart,” when he had been onl * pow- 
1” all his life. ; 


erful stupid 


The professiona 


hope to rescue the memory of one 
these men — John Jordan, from the 
head of Baine tter oblivion by 
He is now beyond 


writing this arti 


ny words; but I would 
record one act in his short career, that 
] 


his pure patriotism may lead 


us to know better 


some of 
and love more the 
much-abused and misunderstood 


class 


to which he belonged. 


y in the war the command of an 
important military expedition was in- 
trusted to the president of a Western 
Though a young 
scholar had already ach 
acter ” 


college. man, this 
eved a “ char- 
and a history. Beginning life a 
widow’s son, his first sixteen years were 
passed between a farm, a canal, and 


a black-saltern. Being an intelligent, 
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his friends formed the 


usual hopes of him; but when he ap- 


energetic lad, 


prenticed himself to a canal-boat, their 
faith failed, and, after the fashion of 
Job’s friends, they comforted his moth- 
er with the assurance that her son had 

But, 
whom she be- 

] 


taken the swift train to the Devil. 


like Job, she knew in 


lieved, and » boy soon justified her 


confidence. An event shortly occurred 
rrent of his li 


purpose, and made him a 


which changed the cu life, 


ight, as tl 


boat on 
ployed was leaving 
aches of slackwater 
> Ohio and Pennsyl- 
up to take 

bling out of 
he took 
latform be- 


ran unco 
egan uncol 


} it ht 
r Nad taugnt 
’ 


the rope, 
Dut then it 
I in his grasp, and held firmly. 
Seizing it hand over hand, he drew him- 
self up on deck, and was again a 
boy among the living. 
another crevice nd 
the 


whic h 


had caught in 


im! Was it that prayer, or 
love of his praying 
wrought 


Saved |! 
mother, 
He 


but, long after the 


did not 
boat had 
stood there, in his 
St 1 ere, in nis 


this miracle? 
know, 


passed the lock, he 


] 


dripping clothes ondering the > 
APP is sothes, ponacering he ques- 


tion. 

Coiling the rope, he tried to throw 
but it had 
Many times 


it again into the crevice ; 
lost the knack of kinking. 
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ix hundred, says my infor- 


th 


then sat down and reflect- 


ve thrown this rope,” he 


ix hundred times; I might 


1 

| 

six thousand 
} 


sand . : 
Sana Chances 


ids. P 


times as many without its 
} 


Ten times six hundred are 


-so, there were six thou- 
against my life. Against 
rovidence only could have 

idence, therefore, thinks 

and if that ’s so, I 
away on a canal-boat. 


t an education, and be 


resolution, and not 
s stood before a little log 


depths of the Ohio wil- 


was late at night; 


the moon was down; but 


t that came through the 


ere off the } 


ble. “Oh, turn unt 


upon the 

and a 

| If he gave his 
y; would God and the 
lars provide for his 
le consulte l the Book 
ned to answer in the 
1d before morning he 
id, — “I regard my life 
the country. I am only 


nake as much of it as pos- 


sible before the mortgage on it is fore- 
closed.” 

To this man, who thus went into the 
war with a life not his own, was given, 
on the 16th of December, 1861, com- 
mand of the little army which held 
Kentucky to her moorings in the Un- 
ion. 

He knew nothing of war beyond its 
fundamental principles, — which are, I 
believe, that a big boy can whip a little 
boy, and that one big boy can whip 
two little boys, if he take them singly, 
one after the other. He knew no more 
about it; yet he was called upon to 
solve a military problem which has 
puzzled the heads of the greatest gen- 
erals: namely, how two small bodies of 
men, stationed widely apart, can unite 
in the presence of an enemy, and beat 
him, when he is of twice their united 
strength, and strongly posted behind 


intrenchments. With the help of 

ny “oood men and true,” he solved 
this problem; and in telling how he 
solved it, I shall come naturally to 
speak of John Jordan, from the head 
of Baine. 

Humphrey Marshall with five thou- 
sand men had invaded Kentucky. En- 
tering it at Pound Gap, he had fortified 
a strong natural position near Paintville, 
and, with small bands, was overrunning 
the whole Piedmont region. This re- 
gion, containing an area larger than the 
whole of Massachusetts, was occupied 
by about four thousand blacks and one 
hundred thousand whites, —a_ brave, 
hardy, rural population, with few schools, 
scarcely any churches, and only one 
newspaper, but with that sort of patri- 
otism which grows among mountains 
and clings to its barren hillsides as if 
they were the greenest spots in the uni- 
verse. Among this simple people Mar- 
shall was scattering firebrands. Stump- 
orators were blazing away at every 
cross-road, lighting a fire which threat- 
ened to sweep Kentucky from the Un- 
i “hat done, — so early in the war, 


lissolution might have followed. To 
the Ohio canal-boy was committed the 
ask of extinguishing this conflagration. 


It was a difficult task, one which, with 
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the means at command, would have ap- 
palled any man not made equal to it by 
early struggles with hardship and pov- 
erty, and entire trust in the Providence 
that guards his country. 

The means at command were twenty- 
five hundred men, divided into two 
bodies, and separated by a hundred 
miles of mountain country. This coun- 
try was infested with guerrillas, and 
occupied by a disloyal people. The 
sending of dispatches across it was 
next to impossible ; but communication 
being opened, and the two columns set 
in motion, there was danger that they 
would be fallen on and beaten in detail 
before they could forma junction. This 
was the great danger. What remained 
— the beating of five thousand Rebels, 
posted behind intrenchments, by half 
their number of Yankees, operating in 
the open field — seemed to the young 
Colonel 
ment. 


less difficult of accomplish- 
Evidently, the first thing to be done 

g 
was to find a trustworthy messenger 
to convey dispatches between the two 
the Union To this 


halves of army. 


end, the Yankee commander applied 
to the Colonel of the Fourteenth Ken- 
tucky. 

“ Have you a man,” he 
will 


asked, “ 
than fail or 


who 


die, rather betray 
us?’ 

The Kentuckian reflected a moment, 
then answered: “I think I have,— 
John Jordan, from the head of Baine.” * 

Jordan was sent for. He was a tall, 
gaunt, sallow man of about thirty, with 
small gray eyes, a fine, falsetto 
pitched in the minor key, and his speech 
the rude dialect of the His 


face had as many expressions as could 


voice, 
mountains. 


be found in a regiment, and he seemed 
a strange combination of cunning 


o, sim- 
plicity, undaunted 


doubting faith ; 


and un- 
yet, though he might 
pass for a simpleton, he talked a quaint 
sort of wisdom which ought to have 
given him to history. 

The young Colonel sounded him thor- 


courage, 


* The Baine is a small stream which puts into the 
Big Sandy, a short distance from the town of Loui- 
sa, Ky. 
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oughly ; for the fate of the little army 
might depend on his fidelity. The man’s 
soul was as clear as crystal, and in ten 
minutes the Yankee saw through it. 
His history is stereotype 


1 in that re- 
vi ] 
10n. 1 


EC 
Born among the hills, where the 
crops are stones, and sheep’s noses are 
sharpened before they can nibble the 
thin grass between them, his life had 
been one of the hardest toil and priva- 
tion. He knew nothing but what Na- 
ture, the Bible, Time,” 
and two or three of Shakspeare’s | 
had taught him ; 


the “ Course of 


but somehow in th 
mountain air he had grown to be 
man, —a man as civilized nations ac- 
count manhood. 
“Why did you come into the war ?’ 
at last asked the Colonel. 
To do my sheer fur the kentry, 
Gin’ral,” “ And I 
Lord. 


I suv Him my life squar’ out ; and ef 
| 


answered the man. 


did n’t druv no barg’in wi’ th’ 
He ’s a mind ter tuck it on this tramp, 
why, it ’s a His’n; I ’ve nothin’ ter say 
in it.” 
‘You mean that you ’ve come into 
he war not expecting to get out of 


, Gin’ral.” 


lie rather than let the dis- 


> Colonel recalled what had pass- 
ed in his own mind when poring 
his mother’s Bible that 
home in Ohio; and it decide 
“Very well,” he said; “I will 
you.” 

The dispatch written on tissue 
paper, rolled into the form of a bullet, 
coated with warm lead, and put into 
the hand of Kentuckian. 
given a carbine 


over 
night at his 
him. 


trust 


was 


He was 
a brace of revolvers, 
and the fleetest horse in his regiment, 
and, when the moon was down, start- 
ed on his perilous journey. 
to ride at ni 


He was 
eht, and hide in the woods 
or in the houses of loyal men in the 
day-time. 

It was pitch-dark when he set out; 
but he knew every inch of the way, hav- 
ing travelled it often, driving mules to 
market. He had gone twenty miles by 
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early dawn, and the house of a friend 
was only a few miles beyond him. The 
man himself was away ; but his wife was 
at home, and she would harbor him till 
nightfall. He pushed on, and tethered 
his horse in the timber; but it was 
broad day when he rapped at the door, 
and was admitted. The good woman 
gave him breakfast, and showed him to 
the guest-chamber, where, lying down 
in his boots, he was soon in a deep 
slumber. 

The house was a log cabin in the 
midst of 


ground 


a few acres of deadening, — 
from been 
1 woods 


have 
Dense 


which trees 


cleared by girdling. 
about it; but the nearest for- 
est was a quarter of a mile distant, and 


were all 


should the scout be tracked, it would be 
hard to get away over this open space, 
unless he had warning of the approach 
of his pursuers. 


of this, 


The woman thought 


and sent up the road, on a 


mule, her whole worldly possessions, 
an old negro, dark as the night, but 
faithful as the sun in the heavens. It 
was hi 


> 


mule came 
back, his heels striking fire, and his 


noon when the 
rider’s eyes flashing, as if ignited from 
the sparks the steel had emitted. 

“ Dey ’m comin’, Missus!” he cried, 
— “not haff a mile away, — twenty Se- 
cesh, —ridin’ as ef de Debil wus arter 
’em! 

She barred the door, and hastened 
to the g 


* Go,” she 


uest-chamber. 
cried, “through the win- 


ler, — ter the woods! They ’ll be here 


in a minute.” 
“ How 


scout. 


many is thar?” asked the 


“ Twenty, — go, — go at once, — or 


The scout did not move ; but, fixing 
his eyes on her face, he said, — 

“Yes, I yere ’em. Thar 
chance for my life a’ready. 


’s a sorry 
But, Ra- 
I ’ve thet bout me thet ’s wuth 
more ’n my life, —thet, may-be, ’ll save 
Kaintuck. If I ’m killed, wull ye tuck 
it ter Cunnel Cranor, at Paris ?” 

“Yes, yes, I will. But go: you ’ve 
not a minnit to lose, I tell you.” 

“1 know, but wull ye swar it, — swar 


che l, 
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ter tuck this ter Cunnel Cranor ’fore th’ 
Lord thet yeres us?” 

“Yes, yes, I will,” she said, taking 
the bullet. But horses’ hoofs were al- 
ready sounding in the door-yard. . “ It’s 
too late,” cried the woman. “Oh, why 
did you stop to parley?” 

“Never mind, Rachel,” answered 
“Don’t tuck on. Tuck ye 
keer o’ th’ dispatch. Valu’ it loike yer 
life, — loike Kaintuck. The Lord ’s 
callin’ fur me, and I ’m a’ready.” 

But the scout was mistaken. It was 
not the Lord, but a dozen devils at the 
door-way. 

“What does ye want?” asked the 
woman, going to the door. 

“The man as come from Garfield’s 
camp at sun-up, — John Jordan, from 
the head o’ Baine,” 
from the outside. 

“Ye karn’t hev him fur th’ axin’,” 
said the scout. “Go away, or I ‘ll send 
some o’ ye whar the weather is warm, I 
reckon.” 


the scout. 


answered a voice 


“Pshaw!” said another voice, — 
from his speech one of the chivalry. 
“There are twenty of us. We ’ll spare 
your life, if you give up the dispatch ; 
if you don’t, we ‘ll hang you higher 
than Haman.” 

The reader will bear in mind that 
this was in the beginning of the war, 
when swarms of spies infested every 
Union camp, and treason was only a 
gentlemanly pastime, not the serious 
business it has grown to be since 
traitors are no longer dangerous. 

“]T ’ve nothin’ but my life thet I ‘ll 
guv up,” answered the scout; “and ef 
ye tuck thet, ye “Il hev ter pay the 
price, — six o’ yourn.” 

“ Fire the house !”’ shouted one. 

“ No, don’t do thet,” said another. 
“1 know him, — he’s cl’ar grit, — he ’ll 
die in the ashes ; and we won’t git the 
dispatch.” 

This sort of talk went on for half an 
hour; then there was a dead silence, 
and the woman went to the loft, whence 
she could see all that was passing out- 
side. About a dozen of the horsemen 
were posted around the house; but the 


remainder, dismounted, had gone: to the 
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edge of the woods, and were felling a 
well-grown sapling, with the evident in- 
tention of using it as a battering-ram to 
break down the front door. 

The woman, in a low tone, explained 
the situation ; and the scout said, — 

“It ’r’ my only chance. | 
fur it. 
chel.” 


must run 
Bring me yer red shawl, Ra- 
She had none, but she had a petti- 
coat of flaming red and yellow. Han- 
w such articles 


can be made to spread, the scout softly 


dling it as if he knew h 


unbarred the door, and, grasping the 
hand of the woman, said, 


* Good a right 


sorry chance; but I may git through. 


bye, Rachel. It ’r’ 


Ef I do, I ‘ll come ter night; ef I don’t, 
git ye the dispatch ter the 
Good bye.” 

To the right of the house, 
between it 
barn. That 


scout. If 


Cunnel. 


midway 


mou 


escape 


would hav 
fences, and 


the leap 


} 


their 
sut it was foot of man against 
leg of horse, and “ a right sorry chance.” 
Suddenly | 

dashed at the 

coat. They rear 
ed away like li 
harness 
tell it, 
fence, 


the door, 


In the 
the 


and 


scout 
iline 
scaling 


a° 
making 


horse 
The 


rider’s ear 


was 
scout’s pistol went 
journey was ov 


] 


other horse fell mor- 
11 


tally yundec The t made the cir- 
cuit of the barn-ya 1 were rods be- 
hind when the scot hed the edge 
of the forest. Once 


a 
among those thick 


e 
laurels, nor horse nor rider can 


man, if he lies low, and say 
in a whisper. 

The Rebels bore the body 
comrade back to the house, and 
the woman, — 

“We ’ll be revenged for this 
know he ‘ll 
life before 


We 
will 
and 


the route take, and 


have his to-morrow ; 
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you — we ’d burn your house over your 
head, if you were not the wife of Jack 
Brown.” 

Brown was a loyal man, who was 
serving his country in the ranks of 
Marshall. Thereby hangs a tale, but 

Soon the 
men rode away, taking the poor wom- 
an’s only wagon as a hearse for their 
dead comrade. 

Night the owls cried in 
the woods in a way they had not cried 
for a fortnight. 
they went, as if tl 


came, and 
“ T’whoot! t’whoot!” 
ey thought there was 

woman listen- 
ed, put on a dark mantle, and 
the sound of 
the woods, she the 
bushes, and talked with the owls as if 
they ha 


music in hooting. 
followed 
their voices. Entering 


crept in among 


been human. 


yw the road ye’ Il take,” 
she ye must change yer route. 
Here ar’ the 

“ God 
ed the owl, “ye ’r rue ’o ! 


louder than before, to 


Te 99 
oulet, 


hI . mind 
Diess ye, respond- 


and he hooted 


ursuers, and keep up the mu- 


1ag safe?” she asked. 


eood for forty mile afore 


hin’ ter eat: ye ’ll 


God go wi’ 


and 
le loves nol le 


then they 


ride; she to 


who, out of a 


ight was dark and drizzly; but 
before mornir l away, 
leaving a thick mist hangin; 


> 


low on the 
meadows. The scout’s mare was fleet, 
but the road was rough, and a slosh of 
snow impeded the travel. He had come 
and did know 


»}] 


by a strange way 
travelled by sunrise ; 


10t 
how far he had 
but lights were ahead, shivering in the 
Were 
sleepy 
village, or the camp-fires of a band of 
guerrillas? He did not know, and it 


would not be safe to go on till he did 


haze of the cold, gray morning. 


they the early candles of some 
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The road was lined with 
but they would give no s 


know. trees, 
lter ; for 
they were far apart, and the snow lay 
white them. He was in the 
Tethering his horse 
tall oak 


by the roadside; but the mist was too 


between 
blue grass region. 
in the timber, he climbed a 
thick to admit of his discerning any- 


thing distinctly. It seemed, however, 


to be breaking away, and he would wait 


until his way 


1 


was clear; so he sat there, 
and ate his break- 
satchel John’s had 
slung over his s] last the 


houlder. At 
fog lifted a little, and he saw close at 


an hour, two hours, 


fast from the wife 


hand a small hamlet, —a few rude huts 
gathered round across-road. No danger 
could lurk in 
about di 
ney, when suddenly he heard, up the 
road by which he came, the r 


of a body of 


such a place, and he was 
Teg" 


scend, and pursue his 
pid tramp 


j horsemen. 


1 


thicker below ; so half-way down the tree 
he went, and waited their com 
pa e. 


and pausing every now 


ing. 
moved at an irregular 
lanterns, 
he road, as if 
lost 


7 came near, and 


then to inspect t 


missed their way or 


Soon j 

in the gray mist, s 
nake out their numbe 
hirty of them, — the ori 


Again tl 


~ 


and a reinforcement. j 
when abreast of the tree, and searched 
the road narrowly. 


‘“* He must said 
“ The other 


road is six miles longer, and he would 


have come this way,” 

one, — he of the chivalry. 
rtest route. It ’s an aw 

ful pity we did n’t head him on be 


i 


roads.” 
“We kin come up with him yit, ef 
we turn plumb ‘oll 


1 round, and ller on 
t’other road, 


— whar we lost the tra 
back thar, three miles ter the deadnin’.” 
Now another spoke, and voice 
He bel ynged 
to his own company in the Fourteenth 
“ie 
tuck t’ other road. 


4] -_ remem! 
the scout remembered. 


Kentucky. ’so,” he said; “ he has 
I tell ye, I ’d know 
thet mar’s shoe ’mong a million. Nary 
one loike it wus uver seed in all Kain- 
tuck, — only a d—d Yankee could ha’ 
invented it.” 


yr 
5 
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“ And a man 
with one of the lanterns, “plain as 
sun-up.” 


yere it ar’,” shouted 


The Fourteenth Kentuckian clutched 


the light, and, while a dozen dismount- 


ed and gathered round, closely examined 
the shoe-track. The ground was bare 
on the spot, and the print of the horse’s 
ly cut in the 


the man looked, and life 


hoof was clear 


I half-frozen 
mud. Narrowly 


and death hung his eyesight. The 


llet, and placed it 
If they took 
take the 


a revolver. The 


scout took out 
in a crotch of the tree. 

him, the Devil should not dis- 
patch. Then he drew 
mist was breaking away, and he would 
men linger- 


1 
would have 


surely be discovered, if the 
ed much longer; but he the 
value of his life | 
thing. 

Meanwhile, the 
} 


around 


horsemen 
the foot-print, and one 
inadvertently trod upon it. 

tuc 


kian looked long and earnestly, 


at last he 


} 


has a sand-cra 


Sal - 
1 


The + 


k on her rig 


a . 
ant the track. 
tore foot. 


lly toa round shoe; 


She did n’t take ki 
so the Yank, he one with the 


cork ri 


’"T was a durned s 


ht in the quarter. 


> 


see, it 


eas¢ 


fur ye 
let tl 
The 
track, — and we ’re 


lucki 


Kl 


1e nag go nimble 


} 


cork ha’n’t yer 


The cork was not there, 
trooper’s treat had ob] 
er, let us thank him for that one good 
if take another; for i 


1, may-be, it save 


if he never 
saved the scout, anc 
Wher 


that way, he haltec 


Kentucky. 1 the sco 
1 abre 
examined tl 
ight there, in the road, the mares 
k, with the print man’s foot 
upon the inner q 
covered his head, and 


went up a simple 

The horsemen gone, the scout came 
down from the tree, and pushed on into 
the misty morning. There might be 
danger ahead, but there surely was dan- 


ger behind him. His pursuers were 
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only half convinced that they had struck 
his trail ; and some sensible fiend might 
put it into their heads to divide and 
follow, part by one route, part by the 
other. 

He pushed on over the sloshy road, 
his mare every step going slower and 
slower. The poor beast was jaded out ; 
for she had travelled sixty miles, eaten 
nothing, and been stabled in the timber. 
She would have given out long before, 
had her blood not been the best in Ken- 
tucky. As it was, she staggered along 
as if she had taken a barrel of whiskey. 
Five miles farther on was the house of 
a Union man. She must reach it, or die 
by the wayside; for the merciful man 
recardeth not the life of his beast, when 
he carries dispatches. 

The loyalist did not know the scout, 
but his honest face secured him a cor- 
dial He explained that he 
was from the Union camp on the 
San 


welcome. 
Big 
ly, and offered any price for a horse 
to go on with. 

“Yer 
critters,” 


nag is wuth ary two o’ 
said the man. “Ye kin take 
the best beast I ’ve got; and when ye’r’ 
ag’in this way, we "Il swop back even.” 
The scout thanked him, mounted the 
horse, and rode off into the mist again, 
without the warm breakfast which the 
good woman had, half-cooked, in the 
hen. It 


at twelve that 


eleven o’clock; and 
night he entered Colo- 


nel Cranor’s quarters at Pari 


a 
ing ridden a hundr a rope 
round his neck, for thirteen dollars a 
month, hard-tack, and a shoddy uni- 
form. 

The Colonel opened the dispatch. It 
was dated, Louisa, Kentucky, Decem- 
ber 24th, midnight; and directed him 
to move at once with his regiment, (the 
Fortieth Ohio, eight hundred strong.) 
by the way of Mount Sterling and Mc- 
Cormick’s Gap, to Prestonburg. He 
would incumber his men with as few 
rations and as little luggage as possi- 
ble, bearing in mind that the safety 
of his command depended on his ex- 
He would convey the 
dispatch to Lieutenant-Colonel Wool- 
ford, at Stamford, and direct him to 


pedition. also 
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join the march with his three hundred 
cavalry. 

Hours 
common 
morning 


now were worth months of 
time, and on the g 
Cranor’s column began to 
The scout lay by till night, then 
set out on his return, and at daybreak 
swapped his now jaded horse for the 
fresh Kentucky mare, even. He ate the 
housewife’s breakfast, too, and took | 

ease with the good man till dark, when 
he again set out, and rode through the 
night in safety. After that his 
was beset with perils. 


following 


move. 


1S 


route 
The Providence 
which so wonderfully guarded his way 
out seemed to leave him to find his own 


way in; or, as he expressed it, “ Ye see, 


Y 
the Lord, He keered more fur the dis- 
| 


patch nor He keered fur me: and ’t was 
nateral He should; ’case my life only 
counted one, while the dispatch, it stood 
fur all Kaintuck.” 

Be that as it may, he found his road 
a hard one to travel. The same gang 
which followed him out waylaid him 
back, and one starry midnight he fell 
among them. They lined the road forty 
deep, and seeing he could not run the 
gauntlet, he wheeled his mare and fled 
The noble beast did her 
a bullet struck her, and she 


ell in the road dying. 


backwards. 


Then —it was 

lobson’s choice — he took to his legs, 
and, leaping a fence, was at last out of 
danger. 


s 


Two days he lay in the woods, 
not daring to come out; but hunger 
finally forced him to ask food at a ne- 
gro shanty. The dusky patriot loaded 
him with bacon, brown bread, and bless- 
ings, and at night piloted him to a Rebel 
barn, where he enforced the Confisca- 
tion Act, to him then “the higher law,” 
— necessity. 

With his fresh horse he set out again ; 
and after various adventures and hair- 
breadth escapes, too numerous to men- 
tion,—and too incredible to believe, had 
not similar things occurred all through 
the war,—he entered, one rainy mid- 
night, (the 6th of January,) the little log 
hut, seven miles from Paintville, where 
Colonel Garfield was sleeping. 

The Colonel rubbed his eyes, and 
raised himself upon his elbow. 





1865. ] 


“Back safe?” heasked. “ Have you 
seen Cranor?” 
“Yes, Gin’ral. He can’t be more ’n 
two days ahind o’ me, nohow.” 
You have 
said Garfield, 


“God bless you, Jordan ! 


done us great service,” 


‘I thanks ye, Gin’ral,” said the scout, 
voice trembling. “Thet ’s more 


I « xpected. 


give the reader a full understand- 

F the result of the scout’s ride, I 

ust now move on with the little army. 
They are only fourteen hundred men, 
but boldly 
they move down upon Marshall. 


worn out with marching, 
False 
scouts have made him believe they are 
as strong as he: and they are ; for every 


y 
1 
n 


ero, anc 


Rebel has five thousand men, 


one is a they are led by a gen- 
eral. The 
i ur hundred infantry and six 

y,—besides twelve pieces 

so he says in a letter to 
hich Buell has intercepted 
Three 
roads lead to Marshall’s position: one 


and Garfield has in his pocket. 
‘ast, bearing down to the river, 

its western bank; another, a 

yne, to the west, coming in 

on Paint Creek, at the mouth of Jenny’s 
Creek, on > right of the village 


;anda 


third between the others, a more direct 


route. bt lim] a succession of al- 
three 
Rebel pickets, 
at the village 


most impassable ridges. These 


roads are held I y strong 
and a regiment is outlyin 
of Paintville. 
To deceive Marshall as 
j 


strength and designs, Garfield orders a 


to his real 


small force of infantry and cavalry to 
in the 
Rebel pickets, and move rapidly after 
them as if to attack Paintville. 
hours after this force goes off, a similar 


advance along the river, drive 


Two 


one, with the 


same orders, sets out on 
the road to westward ; and two 
hours later still, another small body 
takes the middle road. The effect is, 
that the pickets on the first route, be- 
ing vigorously attacked and driven, re- 
treat in confusion to Paintville, and dis- 
patch word to Marshall that the Union 
He 


the 


army is advancing along the river. 
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hurries off a thousand infantry and a 
battery to resist the advance of this im- 
aginary column. When this detachment 
has been gone an hour and a half, he 
hears, from the routed pickets on the 
right, that the Federals are advancing 
along the western road. Countermand- 
ing his first order, he now directs the 
thousand men and the battery to check 
the new danger; and hurries off the 
Paintville to the mouth of 
Jenny’s Creek to make a stand there. 
Two hours later the pickets on the cen- 
tral route are driven in, and, finding 
Paintville abandoned, flee precipitately 
to the fortified camp, with the story that 
the Union army is close at their heels 
and octupying the town. 
that he has thus lost Paintville, Marshall 
hastily withdraws the detachment of one 
thousand men to his fortified camp ; and 


troops at 


Conceiving 


Garfield, moving rapidly over the ridges 
of the central route, occupies the aban- 
doned position. 

So affairs stand on the evening of 
the 8th of January, when a spy enters 
the camp of Marshall, with tidings that 
Cranor, with thirty-three hundred (!) 
men, is within twelve hours’ march at 
the westward. On receipt of these tid- 
ings, the “ big boy,” — he weighs three 
hundred pounds by the Louisville hay- 
scales,— conceiving himself outnumber- 
ed, breaks up his camp, and retreats 
precipitately, abandoning or burning a 
large portion of his supplies. Seeing 
the fires, Garfield mounts his horse, and, 
with a thousand men, enters the desert- 
ed camp at nine in the evening, while 
the blazing stores are yet unconsumed. 
He sends off a detachment to harass 
the retreat, and waits the arrival of Cra- 
nor, with whom he means to follow and 
bring Marshall to battle in the morn- 
ing. 

In the morning Cranor comes, but 
his men are footsore, without rations, 
and completely exhausted. They can- 
not move one leg after the other. But 
the canal-boy is bound to have a fight ; 
so every man who has strength to march 
is ordered to come forward. Eleven 
hundred — among them four hundred 
of Cranor’s tired heroes — step from the 
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ranks, and with them, at noon of the 
oth, Garfield sets out for Prestonburg, 
sending all his available cavalry to fol- 
low the line of the enemy’s retreat and 


harass and delay him. 
reaches 


uth of 


Marching eighteen miles, he 
at nine o’clock that n 
Abbott’s Creek, three 


onburg, and : ven h 


les bi low Pres- 


undred. 


three 
| throwing his men 
f a sleety 


tenant-Colonel S| 


command at Pain 
1 
availabl 


ery i@ man 


He spends the 


icter of the 
> disposition 


now again 


a 


rch 1 


rshall’s force S; al 
John Jordan comes into action. 


\ dozen Rel 


come up- 
ike them 
prisoners. The iller is a tall, gaunt 


man, and his clotl scout as 


were made for him. He is a 


ist, too, and his very raiment 
ild bear witness agains this feed- 
his enemies It does It goes 
: 
Rel and —the 


scout goes init. ° imeleon face 


of his is smeared with meal, and looks 


miller so well that the miller’s own 
might 


not detec difference. 
, and that 


s dark an 


langer ; 


lion, - 


does nothing but roar 


not 


idnight ramble ; 


permit 
but it gave Gar- 
1 the exact position of the enemy. 
They had and laid an 
ambuscade Strongly 


made a stand, 


posted 
on a semicircular hill, at the forks of 


Middle 


road, with cannon commanding its whole 


for him. 
Creek, on both sides of the 


length, and hidden by the trees, they 


were waiting his coming. 


The Union commander broke up his 
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bivouac at four in the morning and be- 


1 


gan to move forward. Reaching the 


valley of Middle Creek, he encountered 
some of the e y’s mounted men, and 
captured a qui - of stores they were 
trying to withdraw from Prestonburg. 
Skirmishing on until about noon, 
the Rebel pickets driven 
back upon their main body, and then 


began the battle. It is not my 


went 


when were 


purpose 
to dest udy been 
ably done, y the man 
who won 


history of 


like it. 


o er 


5*s 
sults whi 


shade ven , a ievements of 


throws into the 
the 
nation. 


mighty hos hich saved 


men, 
| ky hill, 
yes, over fallen trees, over high 
the 


twelve pieces of ar- 


over st 
. . 
ht into 


intrenchments, face of 


five thousand, and 
tillery ! 

For five hours the 
Now the i 


contest rages. 
forces are driven back; 

ie hill, they regain 

from behind rocks 

ir murderous vol- 

‘are driven back, 

re up the hill, strew- 

with corpses. So the 

on; so the battle wa- 

sun, wheeling below 

elances along the dense lines 
1 moving down to envelop 
iry eleven h It is an 


awful moment, big with the fate of Ken- 


tucky. At its very crisis two figures 
out against the fading sky, bold- 
ly defined in the 

in Union blue. 
band of heroes al 


stand 
foreground. 
With a little 


out him, he is posted 


One is 


on a projecting rock, which is scarred 
with bullets, and in full view of both 
armies. His uncovered, his 
hair streaming in the wind, his face up- 
turned in the darkening daylight, and 
from his soul is 


head is 


going up a prayer,—a 
prayer for Sheldon and Cranor. He 
turns his eyes to the northward, and 
his lip tightens, as he throws off his 


ig 
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coat, and says to his hundred men, — 


at them!’ 


“Boys, we must go 


The other is in Rebel gray. Moving 
out to the brow of the opposite hill, and 
placing a glass to his eye, he, too, takes 
along look to the northward. He starts, 
z > sees S thing which the other, 

ver grour 1c 10t distinguish. 
Soon he wl is horse, and the word 
“ RETRI the valley 


between ti ni as ord; for 


Rebel Major 
he north 


» starry banner. It 
The long ride 
ing its work 

» like the 

their 

1undred 

bove the 

lessening con- 
boom of eel- 
p the wild huzza of 
ullant Garfield has won 
back the disastrous 


sweeping on ever 


In ten days Thomas 


und then we have and 
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President Lincoln, when he heard of 
the Battle of Mid 
} 
i 


distinguishec 


lle Creek, said to a 
officer, who happened to 
be with him, — 


“Why did two 


do what would have taken one of you 


YW ] 
weeks 


Garfield in 


> oe fal] ical 
Regular folks two months to accom- 


plish £ 


Because he is not educate it 
West Point,” answered the West-Point- 


eplied Mr. Lincoln 


! 
n't the reason. It was be 


1e was a boy, he had to w 
a living.” 
But 


was 


our 
wrong, 

at the core 
well as Garfield 
work for a living.” 
perna fr about equ 
— both 
worked 


were born 
their 


and both went into 


own 

the war consecrat- 
ing their very lives to their country: 
but one came out of it with a 


of stars on his shoulder, an 


ed by all the nation; other never 
the ranks, and 


inknown 


rose from went down 
to an grave, mourned only 


among his native mountains. Some- 
thing more than work was at the bot- 
tom 


of this contrast their lives and 
It was FREE SCHOOLS, 


which the North gave the one, and of 


their destinies. 


which ne 
Plant a free sc ry Southern 
cross-road, and every Southern Jordan 


will become a Garfield. Then, and not 


till then, will this Union be “recon- 
structed.” 
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NOEL.* 


L’Académie en respect, 
Nonobstant l’incorrection, 
A la faveur du sujet, 
Ture-lure, 
ra point de rature; 
! ture-lure-lure. 
Gut-Barézal. 


I. 
( UAND les astres de Noél 
Z Brillaient, palpitaient au ciel, 
Six gaillards, et chacun ivre, 
Chantaient gaiment dans le givre, 
“Bons amis, 


Allons donc chez Agassiz!” 


> 

Ces illustres Pélerins 

D’Outre-Mer, adroits et fins, 

Se donnant des airs de prétre, 

A lenvi se vantaient d’étre 
‘Bons amis 


De Jean Rudolphe Agassiz!” 


a 


3. 
(Eil-de-Perdrix, grand farceur, 
Sans reproche et sans pudeur, 


Dans son patois de Bourgogne, 
Bredouillait comme un ivrogne, 
“Bons amis, 


Jai dansé chez Agassiz!” 


4. 


Verzenay le Champenois, 


Bon Francais, point New-Yorquois, 
Mais des environs d’Avize, 


Fredonne, 4 mainte reprise, 
“ Bons amis, 
Jai chanté chez Agassiz!” 


5. 
A cété marchait un vieux 
Hidalgo, mais non mousseux ; 
Dans le temps de Charlemagne 
Fut son pére Grand d’Espagne! 
“ Bons amis, 
Jai diné chez Agassiz!” 


* Sent to Mr. Agassiz, with a basket of wir 
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6. 


Derriére eux un Bordelais, 

Gascon, s’il en fut jamais, 

Parfumé de poésie 

Riait, chantait plein de vie, 
‘Bons amis, 


J'ai soupé chez Agassiz!” 


7. 
Avec ce beau cadet roux, 
Bras dessus et bras dessous, 
Mine altitre et couleur terne, 
Vint le Sire de Sauterne : 
“ Bons amis, 
J'ai couché chez Agassiz!” 


8. 


Mais le dernier de ces preux 
Etait un pauvre Chartreux, 


isait, d’un ton robuste, 


ictions sur le Juste! 
Bons amis, 


Bénissons Pére Agassiz!” 


9. 
Ils arrivent trois a trois, 
Montent l’escalier de bois 
Clopin-clopant ! quel gendarme 
Peut permettre ce vacarme, 
Bons amis, 
A la porte d’Agassiz! 


10. 


“Ouvrez donc, mon bon Seigneur, 

Ouvrez vite et n’ayez peur ; 

Ouvrez, ouvrez, car nous sommes 

Gens de bien et gentilshommes, 
Bons amis 

De la famille Agassiz!” 


Il. 


Chut, ganaches! taisez-vous ! 
C’en est trop de vos glouglous ; 
Epargnez aux Philosophes 
Vos abominables strophes ! 
Bons amis, 


Respectez mon Agassiz! 





Wilhelm Me ister’s 4 Llppre tt és hip. 


WILHELM MEISTER’S 


SECOND 


1 


paper I have sought 


= a preceding 
to trace the main lines of spiritual 


growth, as these appear in Goethe’s 
great picture. But is such growth pos- 
le in this world ? Jo the circum- 
stances in whicl are | lac- 
ed comport w 


cerns 


cori 
1 
ne cres- 


cent powers of life mig 


Ed 


1appens, is here undoubtedly ; our cen- 


ury and our p acts, which 
lecline to t heir ive, id them 


, 
ne aoor 


of his literary de 
meed of langui 
other hand, his 
snhiin lL: ; 4 
unbdDilnking view oO! 
limitary in man and 
in face of 
consummatic 


somethl 


name 

reality ? 

to witness the most 
ttere ivain 
Nov ilis cen 
t ly modern and 
Well, oz > side, it is 


modern 


Save one, ever u 
a superior 


as “ thoroug 


ic as modern 
world and actual Europe: 
What is but to ; 
faces the facts? What is 


and prosaic 


this say 

that he accepts the conditions of his 
problem? He is to show that the high 
possibilities of growth can be realized 
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APPRENTICESHIP. 
PAPER. 


here. To run off, get up a fancy world, 
and then picture these possibilities as 
coming to fruition ¢here, would be a 
mere i with his readers. Here is 


modern civilization, with its fixed forms, 


1 i 


its rigid limits, its traditional mechan- 


ns. Here is this life, where men 


make, execute, and obey laws, own and 
manage property, buy and sell, plant, 
marry and beget children 


taxes, 


r beg, Or do worse, 
e or unfortunate. 
lities as starched 
s,and coats according to 
Society 
ules, by which it enforces 


To 


mpel attention. 


social continuity and 


connection. 


7 < e 
neglect these throws one off the ri 


exceptions, isola 
One 
in a 
without estal 


nd death. 


street 


balking relations 
ibors which de- 

h other. Every 

1al form of so- 

is necessities at least, if 


ill. 


lently out 


not 


of all 


ial vacuum, —a position in 


well, while most ei- 


spire 


h or become in some degree 
monstrous. It is necessary that one 
should live and work with his fellows, 
if he is to obtain the largest growth. 
On the other hand, to be merely in and 
of this —a wheel, spoke, or screw, in 
this vast social mechanism — makes one, 

a man, but a thing, and precludes 

erowth but such as is obscure and 


indirect. Thousands, indeed, have no 
desire but to obtain some advantageous 
place in this machinery. Meanwhile 
this enormous conventional civilization 
strives, and must strive, to make every 
soul its puppet. Let each fall into the 


Ip] 
rs 
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ursue it 


in some shining man- 
x no radical questions, and he 
ve his heart’s desire. “Blessed 
it cries, “who handsomely and 
hole soul reads upwards from 
Osition and estate, — from man 


nnaire, judge, lord, bishop ! 
he who questions, who aims 
» down beneath this great mech- 

ism, and to connect himself with the 


primal resources of his being! There 


are no such resources. It is a wicked- 
“am of them. Man has no 
tradition and custom, no 
in serving them.” 


urance is 


taken, and as 
ails, man 


life becomes mechan- 


forfeits his 
ippear in the forms that 

them; imagination is 

symbol ; belief dies of 

; Noth- 

ing remains but a world-wide panto- 


r of ustom. 


mime Vorship itsel ecomes only 


a more 


place - hunting, and 
man tl king dummy of society. 
And en, since man no longer is 
disease sets in, 


proj € rl con- 


sumption, aecay 


, putrefaction, filling all 
the breath of 


part of 
ind all Europe in this stage. 
: ‘ 


the eighteenth 


» a stir in the 


wld 
A 


man: 


° 3° ’ 
{ m aie aito- 


not let 
t came recoil, complaint, re- 
Voltaire’s light, pierc- 


i 


nO ke rv. 
laugh — with a screaming 
it, if 
Europe. 
Up, 


Then 


can hear 
“ Aha, 


toad, in your 


one well — 


you are 
\ true 
shallow 
then wild attempt 
the theories real ; 


came wild, 


half true ; 
then car- 
ge and chaos. 
Accompanying and 

comes another and purer pl! 
action. “Let us get out of this dead, 


e 
ul world!” cry 


a few noble 
whose hearts throbs newly 
blood of life. “ Leave it 
Leave behind all 


let us live only from 


is dead. 
lization ; 


and let the outward be formless, 
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— momentarily created by our souls, 
momentarily vanishing.” 

The noblest type I have ever known 
of this extra-vagance, this wandering 
outside of actual civilization, was Tho- 
reau. With his purity, as of a new- 
born babe, — with his moral steadiness, 
unsurpassed in my observation, — with 
his indomitable persistency, — by the 
aid also of that all-fertilizing imagi- 
native sympathy with outward Nature 
which was his priceless gift,—he did, 
indeed, lend to his mode of life an in- 
describable charm. In him it came at 


and to consecration. 


once to beauty 

Yet even he must leave out marriage, 
to make his scheme of life practicable. 
He must ignore Nature’s demand that 
humanity continue, or recognize it only 
with loathing. !” said 
he to a friend, — and held up a carrion- 
flower. 


“ Marriage is that 


Moreover, the success of his life — 
nay, the very quality of his being — 
implied New 


England and its civiliza- 


tion. To suppose him born among the 
Flathead Indians were to suppose Azmz, 
the Thoreau of our love and pride, un- 
born still. The civilization he slighted 
uir that he breathed; it was 
as impulse and audience, in 
those books of his, wherein he enshrin- 
ed his spirit, and whereby he kept its 
health. 

A fixed social order is indirectly ne- 
cessary even to him who, by rare 
of Nature, can stand nobly and unf. 
And it is directl 
instantly necessary to him who, either 


ingly aside from it. 


by le nower 7 lf-suppor bv ; 
y less power of self-support or by a 
sympathy, must 


more flowing human 


} 


live with men, and must comply with 


which social connec- 


the conditions by 


tion is preserved. 

Here 
the soul, the pri- 
mal, immortal imagination of man, on 


The problem, therefore, recurs. 
are the two terms: 
the one side; the enormous, engross- 
ing, dehumanizing mechanism of soci- 
ety, on the other. A noble few elect 
the one ; an ignoble multitude pray to 
its opposite. The rec onciling word, — 
is there a reconciling word ? 

Here, now, comes one who answers, 
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Yes. And he answers thus, not by a 
bald assertion, but by a picture where- 
antag« 
true to 


in these opposites lose their - 
nism, 
both, yet embraces both, 
them a unity. That 
This attempt represents the grand 2 
sus of his life. It is most fully made 
in “Wilhelm Meister.” 

Above the world he 


he 


- by a picture which is 
and shapes 


into is Goethe. 


places the grow- 
vessel of all uses, 
eternal N 


ing spirit of man, t 


with his resource in ature. 


Then he seizes with a sovereign hand 
upon actual society, 
ization, and 

service for man’s 


civilization, 


upon formal civil- 

nakes food 
i is prosaic 
in 


its 


and 
he says, lic only 
to 


rnizes it with 


itself, not when put relation 
true end. So he first recog 


depicts it in all its 
and limitation; then 


tion wit! 


morseless verity, 


re 
lit 


its conn 


tleness strikes 


lo, 


rving 


nad 
CC alia 


littleness becomes Sf 


greater ; the harsh prosai 


move in melodious m 
of that jarring, 
conventi 


nal 
raed 


society 
sn-harmonie 
That he succeeds to 
I could find fau 


wer 


rolling org: 
not say. 
his 


need. 


book, if there 
There is no nee 
obvious. In binding 


unsparing oaths to recognize 
all the outward truth of socie 
indeed, grappled with the 


lem, bu 


brous and incom] 


t also made 

admits 

tly, perha 

ow 


ad tted in his 


than sufficiently, 


being. He would hav een a conven- 
tionalist and epicurean, 

seer. He would 

in of the world, 


But whereas a 


ve 


been a 
mere m 
Goethe. man 
world reads up from man to digni 


tate, and social advantage, he reverses 
the process, and reads up from these to 
man. Say that he does with 
stammering, with some want of the last 
nicety. What then? It 
if he set forth upon the true road, though 


his own strength fail before the end is 


it some 


were enough, 
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mid- 
of the 


ht he bears, he still point 


reached. It if, falling 
way, even though it be by exces 
earthly 


is enough, 


weig 


forward, and his voice out of the dust 


whisper, “ There lies your way!” This 
alone makes him a benefactor of man- 
kind. 


This spec 


makes it, 


ific aim of Goethe’s work 


indeed, a novel. Conventional 


society and the actual conditions of life 
are, with 
the zo 


‘t to eternal tru 
The 


in picturing, sul 


respec 
noveust 


velties 


to picture these, and, 


them to that whi 
Just 


OSS 
yn 


ordinate 
ual and inspiring. 


opens the ravishing 


in commanding reconciliation 


formal civilization of a particular time, 
; 


ne a¢ 


ue work. 


f the _— is different. 


tion of 


siti fresh the 


existence ; with enno- 
of awe, pity, sympathy, 
and 


The 


are 


— a . 
quickens it lood 


hens its vital assimilations. 


circumsta he uses 


nces 


in thi 
n thi 


S Wil 

obt 

e world is all be- 
hoose. 
His 
ind the ideal possibili- 
of actual 
hall teach us to free the 
the | 
more 
central 
the 


braces 


is no such liberty 


in the midst 


pecting onds 


And the 


it which 


of 
strict] 
is 
and 

he em 
I i the oth- 
more answers to tl 


Goeth 


work 


iole nature of his function. 


done the latter thoroughly, his 


nas 


cusers themselves being judg¢ 


done the other, and how he has 


he has 


done it, I have sought to show in a pre- 


ceding paper. He looks on actual men 


and actual society with an eye of piercing 
observation ; he depicts them with re- 
and through and by 
builds at the great 


of spiritual growth. 


morseless verity ; 
all builds, architec- 
tures 

Hence the difference between him anc 
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satirists like Thackeray, who equal him 
in keenness of observation, are not be- 
hind him in verity of report, while sur- 
passing him often in pictorial effect, — 
but who bring to the picture out of 
only a noble indignation 

They contemn ; he 
They cry, “ Fie!” 


themselves 
against baseness. 
uses. upon unclean 
substances ; he ploughs the offence into 
the soil, and sows wheat over it. They 
see the world as it is; he sees it, and 
through it 
forth into 


They tir 


They probe sores ; he leads 
the air and the 
vce the cheek with blushes of 


sunshine. 

honorable shame; he paints it with the 
; I 

lesome activity. Their point 

is that of pathology ; his, that 


of physiology. The great satirists, at 


glow « 


of view 


licine to sickness ; Goe- 
1 task to health. 
a door into a hospital ; he opens a door 


out of one, and 


best, give a me 


the gives They open 


cries, “Lo, the green 
earth and blue heaven, the fields of la- 
bor, the ski if growth!” 

On the other hand, by this relentless 
fidelity to observation, by his stern re- 


fusal to give men supposititious quali- 
; 


ties and characters, by his resolute ac- 


ceptance of European civilization, by 
his unalterable determination to practi- 
cable re by always limiting him- 
self ¢o that z h all superior men might 
be ! not merely to read of with 
gusto, 
from nov‘ ike 
“Consuelo.” He 


furnish a 


: is widely differenced 
] the authoress of 
does not propose to 
moral luxury, over which at 
the close one may smack the lips, and 
cry, “How sweet!” 
manual ever looked more simply to re- 
sults. His i 
to get a// done 


cordin 


No gardener’s 


1im is, to get something done, 
Ac- 


does not gratify us with 


which he suggests. 


vasty magnani! 


ities, holy beggaries vol- 


untarily assumed, Bouddhistic “ mis- 


sions”; he shows us no more than high- 
minded, incorruptible men, fixed in their 
regards upon the high ends of life, estab- 

hed in noble, fruitful fellowship, will- 
ing and glad to help others so far as they 
can clearly see their way, not making 
pul of their property, 
but managing it so that it shall in them- 


distribution 


lic 
11C 


selves and others serve culture, health, 
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and all well-being of body and mind. 
Wealth here is a trust; it is held for 
use ; its uses are, to subserve the high 
ends of Nature in the spirit of man. 
Lothario seeks association with all who 
can aid him in these applications. So 
intent is he, that he /oves Theresa be- 
cause she has a genius at once for econ- 
omizing means and for seeing where 
they may be applied to the service of 
the more common natures. He keeps 
the great-minded, penetrating, providen- 
tial Abbé in his pay, that this inevitable 
eye may distinguish for him the more 
capable natures, and find out whether 
or how they may be forwarded on their 
proper paths. Here are no sublime pro- 
fessions, but a steady, modest, resolute, 
discriminate doing. 

For suggestion of what one may real- 
ly do, and for impelling one toward the 
practicable best, I find this book w 
a moonful of “ Consuelos.” The la 
work has, indeed, beautiful pictures ; a1 
simply as a picture of a fresh, sweet, 
But in its 
aim at a higher import I find it simply 
an arrow shot into the air, goin: 
high, but at— nothing ! 
moral luxury, it is here. 


young life, it is charming. 


If one cr 

If he de 

lash for egoism, this, perhaps, is 

here. If he is already praying the 

ens for a sufficing worth and work in 

life, and is asking only the wat and 

how, this book, taken in connection with 

its sequel, says, “ Distribute your prop- 

erty, and begin wandering about and 

‘doing good.’ ” 

After due consideration, I 

have fully determined to own a house, 
' 


I decline. 


and provide each day a respectable din- 
ner for my table, if the fates agree ; to 
secure, still in submission to the fates, 
such a competency as will give me lei: 

fur- 
ther justice and general well-being, so 
far as is in me to further or hinder, but 
always on the basis of the existing civ- 
ilization ; to cherish sympathy and good- 
will in myself, and in others by cherish- 
ing them in myself; to help another 
when I clearly can; and to give, when 


ure for the best work I can do; 


what I give will obviously do more ser- 
vice toward the high ends of life in the 
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hands of another than in my own. To- 
ward carrying out these purposes ‘‘ Con- 
suelo” has not given me a hint, not 
one ; “ Wilhelm Meister” has given me 
invaluable hints. Therefore I feel no 
great gratitude to the one, and am pro- 
foundly grateful to the other. 

It is not the mere absence of suffer- 
ing, it is not a pound of beef on every 
peasant’s plate, that makes life worth 
living. Health, happiness, even edu- 
cation, however diffused, do not alone 
make life worth living. Tell me the 
quality of a man’s happiness before I 
can very rapturously congratulate him 
upon it; tell me the quality of his suf- 
fering before I can grieve over it with- 
out solace. Noble pain is worth more 
than ignoble pleasure; and there is a 
health in the dyzzg Schiller which beg- 
gars in comparison that of the fat cattle 
on a thousand hills. All the world might 
be well fed, well clothed, well sheltered, 
and very properly behaved, and be a piti- 
ful world nevertheless, were this all. 


Let us get out of this business of 
There are 


two things which make life worth living. 


merely improving conditions. 


First, the absolute worth and signifi- 
cance of man’s spirit in its harmonious 
completeness ; and hence the absolute 
value of culture and growth in the deep- 
est sense of the words. Secondly, the 
relevancy of actual experience and the 
actual world to these ends. Goethe at- 
tends to both these, and to both in a 
spirit of great sanity. 
with 


He fixes his eye 
imperturbable steadiness on the 
central fact, then with serene, intrepid 
modesty suggests the relevancy to this 
of the world as it is around us, and then 

sts the healthy attraction of the high- 

» modify and better the lower. 


he says, something to work /or, 


Give 


umely, the high uses of his spirit ; give 
him next something to work wit, name- 


ly, actual civilization, the powers, limits, 


and conditions which actually exist in 
and around him; and if these instru- 


ments be poor, be sure he will begin to 
improve upon them, the moment he has 
found somewhat inspiring and sufficing 
to do with them. Actual conditions will 
improve precisely in proportion as a// 
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conditions are utilized, are placed in re- 
lations of service to a result which con- 
tents the soul of men. And to establish 
in this relation all the existing condi- 
tions of life, natural and artificial, is the 
task which Goethe has undertaken. 

I invite the reader to dwell upon this 
fact, that, the moment life has an in- 
spiring significance, and the moment 
also the men, industries, 
tions around us become 


and condi- 
instrumental 
toward resolving that, in this moment 
one must begin, so far as he may, bet- 
If I hire aman 
to work in my garden, how much is it 
worth to me, if he bring not merely his 


tering these conditions. 


hands and gardening skill, but also an 
appreciable soul, with him! So soonas 
that fact is apparent, fruitful relations 
are established between us, and sympa- 
thies begin to fly like bees, bearing pol- 
len and winning honey, from each heart 
to the other. To leta man be degraded, 
or stupid, or thwarted in all his inward 
life, when I caz make it otherwise? Not 
unless | To allow any- 
where a disserviceable condition, when 
Not in full 
view of the fact that all which thwarts 


am insensate. 
I could make it serviceable ? 


the inward being of another thwarts me. 
If there be in the world a man who might 
write a grand book, but through ill con- 
ditions cannot write it, then in me and 
you a door will remain closed, which 
might have opened — who knows upon 
what treasure? With the high ends of 


With the fact before him that 
civilization is instrumental, no 
man can afford to run from it. 
With the fact in view that eaeh man 
needs every other, and needs that ev- 


ery other should do and be th 


selfish. 
formal 
away 


e best he 
can, no one can afford to wi 


where it can be 


hhold help, 
rendered. Finally, see- 
ing that means are limited, and that the 
means and services which are crammed 
into others, without being spiritually as- 
similated, breed only indigestion, no one 


must throw his services about at ran- 
dom, but see where Nature has prepared 
the way for him, and there in modesty 
do what he can. 


To strike the connection, then, be- 





1865.] Wilhelm 
tween the inw ard and the outward, be- 
tween the spiritual and the convention- 
al, between man and society, between 
moral possibility and formal civilization, 
—to give growth, with all its immortal 

and means, and 
tunity, —this was Goethe’s aim ; 


issues, a place, oppor- 
and if 
the execution be less than perfect, as I 
admit, it yet suggests the whole ; and if 
the shortcoming be due in part to his 
personal imperfections, which doubtless 
may be affirmed, it yet does not mar the 
sincerity His hand trem- 
but it is 


ght object nevertheless. 


of his effort. 


bles, his aim is not nicely sure, 
an aim at the 
There are li and 


well as around him, 


mits conditions in 


man, as to which 
the like justice is done. Such are Spe- 
cial Character, Natural Degree and Vo- 
cation, Moral Imperfection, and Limita- 
tion of Self 


Knowledge. Each of these 


plays a part of vast importance in life ; 


each is portrayed and used in Goethe’s 
yicture. t, though with reluctance, I 
| g , 

must merely 
Enoug! 


and sees t 


name and pass them by. 
here, that he sees them 
] that 


rough 
ins and material. 


1tos Ly 
them. Enough 
they appear, and 
Nor does 
upon them, after the hard 
ld use here ; but, as the 
ill th 
show that 


and another so, but out of 


as me: 
iguish and harp 
fash- 


vio- 


me rely dist 
analytic 
ion one wv 

linist swee}] e strings of his instru- 


ment, no one sounds so 


ll to bring 
this master 
life, and thus 


Pa 7 , 
g out of them the meio- 


a comp! so does 
touch 


recog 


elody, 
ords of 
, brin 
lan soul. 
Wh: it of 


bring 


dious completeness of a h 

y remains. in- 
spirational impulse does Goethe 
to hi 
leads him 
cold curiosity ? and does he 


reader in a like 


? He depicts growth ; what 
but 
leave the 


Ss wor! 


to do so? Is it nothing 


Or is he com- 
by some imperial inward ne- 
and does he 


mood ? 


in the 


awaken 
| not indeed 


like noble necessity, 
but to Zve ? 

ispiration which he feels and 
is an infinite, unspeak- 
for Personality, for the 
spiritual reality of man. Lit- 
erally unspeakable, it is the silent spirit 
in which he writes, sovereign in him 


communicates 
able reverence 
completed, 


Meister's 
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and in his work,—the soul of every 
sentence, and professed in none. You 
find it scarcely otherwise than in his 
manner of treating his material. But 
there you may find it: the silent, ma- 
jestic homage that he pays to every real 
grace and spiritual accomplishment of 
man or woman. Any smallest trait of 
this is delineated with a heed that makes 
no account of time or pains, with a 
venerating fidelity and religious care 
that unutterably imply its preciousness. 
Indeed, it is one point of his art to 
bestow elaborate, reverential attention 
manhood or 
“Tf this 
be of such price, how priceless is the 
whole!” He resorts habitually to this 
inferential sugg puzzling hasty 
readers, who think him frivolously ex- 
alting little things, rather than hinting 
beyond all power of direct speech at 
the worth of the greater. In landsc 
paintings a bush in the fore; 
occ upy 


upon some minor grace of 
womanhood, that one may say, 


estion, — 


ape 
ground may 
more space than a whole range 
of mountains in the distance: perhaps 
the bush is there to show the scale of 
the drawing, and intimate the gre: 
rather than littleness, 

The undertone of every page, shoul 


itness, 


of the mountains. 


we mask its force in hortatives, 
be, — “ Buy manhood ; 


1 
would 
nd 


buy ver 
completeness of being ; buy spir iby en- 
dowment and accomplishment ; buy in- 
sight and clearness of heart and whole- 
pay ease, 
estate, — never consider what you pay: 


ness of spirit; estimation, 
for though pleasure is not despicable, 
and social re- 
yet there is no tint of 
nor atom of 

but it out- 


though wealth, leisure, 
gard are good, 
inherent grain 
man’s spiritual substance, 
weighs kingdoms 
external to itself.”’ 

But hortatives and assertions repre- 
sent feebly, and without truth of tone, 
the subtile, 
book. 
being said expressly 
to afirm 
ceived of as doubtful, therefore admit a 
certain doubtfulness by the act of as- 
serting. When one 
erate his honesty, his hearers begin to 


grace, no 


, outweighs all that is 


sovereign persuasion of the 
This is said sovereignly by of 
We are at pains 
that which may be 


only con- 


begins to assev- 
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question it. The last persuasion lies 
in assumptions, — not in assumptions 
1 effort, but 
in those which one makes because he 
cannot help it, and even without being 
too mucl what he All 
that a man of power assumes utterly, 
so that he were not himself without as- 


made consciously and wit 


aware does. 


suming it, he will impress upon others 
with a persuasion that has in it some- 
what of the infinite. Jesus never said, 
“ There is a God,” — nor even, ‘God is 
our Father,” — nor even, “ Man is im- 
mortal”; he took all 
basis of labor and prayer. 

sumptions rule the world ; 


this as implicit 
I mplici 


they build 
and destroy cities, make and unmake 


icit as- 


empires, open and close epochs; and 
whenever Destiny in any powerful soul 
has ripened a new truth to this degree, 
— made it for him an zzevitable assump- 
tion, — then there is in history an end 
and a beginning. 


Person 


Goethe’s homage to 
y, to the full spiritual being 
of man, is of this degree, and is a soul 
of eloquence in his book. 


Nor can we set this aside as a piece 


Blind 


and gratuitous sentiment is clearly not 


of blind and gratuitous sentiment. 


his forte. Every line of every page ex- 


to us a man who 


hibits has betaken 


himself, once for all, to the use of his 


All sentiment, as sucl 


eyes. 1, he ruled 
back, with a sovereign energy, into his 
heart, —and then, as it were, compelling 
his heart into his eyes, made it an or- 
gan for discerning truth. His head was 
an observatory, and every power of his 
duty there. He 


suffered, intensely ; but behind 


l enjoyed, he 


soul dic 
joy and 
pain alike lay the sleepless 


deman 


questioner, 
And 


exc eed- 


ling of each its message. 
this, the supreme function, the 
ing praise and preciousness of the man, 
the one thing that he was born to do, 
and religiously did, this has been made 
his chief reproach. 

No zealot, sentimentalist, 
no devotee of the god Wish, have we 
but an imperturbable beholder, 


then, no 


here ; 
whose dauntless and relentless eyeballs, 
telescopic and microscopic by turmis, can 
and will If the 


dream, he 


see what the fact Zs. 


universe be bad, as some 
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will see how bad ; if good, he will per- 
ceive and respect its goodness. A man, 
for once, equal to the act of seeing! 
Having, as the indispensable prelimi- 
nary, encountered himself, and _ victo- 
riously fought on all the fields of his 
being the battle against self-deception, 
he now armed with and 


comes new 


strange powers of vision to encounter 


life and the world, — ready either to sear 


or dive, — above no fact, beneath none, 
by none appalled, by none dazzled, —a 
falcon, whose prey is truth, and whose 
wing and eye are well mated. And he 
it is who sets that ineffable price on the 
being of a real man. 

This is manifested in many ways, all 
of them silent, rather than obstreper- 
ous and obtrusive. It is shown by a 
gracious, ineffable expectation 
which 


certain 
with 


proaches ar 


for the first time he ap- 
‘human soul, as if unknown 
and inca] le possibilities were o] 


en- 
ing here; by a noble ceremonial which 
he ever observes toward his higher char- 
acters, standing uncovered in their pres- 
ence ; by the space in his eye, not alto- 
gether measurable, which a man of worth 
is perceived to fill. Each of his princi- 
pal characters has an atmosphere about 
him, like the earth itself; each has a 
vast perspective, and rounds off into 
mystery and depths of including sky. 
The common novelist holds his char- 
acters in the palm of his hand, as he 
would his watch ; winds them up, regu- 
ngly han- 


He may continue some 


lates, po kets them, is exceed 
ly with them. 


zzle about them for his 


can see over, under, 
1can make them stop 
or go, tick or be silent, altogether at 


pleasure. To Goethe his characters 


are as intelligible and as mysterious as 
Nature herself. 


He sees them, studies 


them, and with an eye how penetrating, 
But over, under, 


and around them he would hold it for 


how subtile and sure! 


no less than a profanity to pretend that 
he sees. They come upon the scene 
to prove what they are; he and the 
reader study them together ; and when 
best known, their possibilities are ob- 
viously unexhausted, the unknown re- 
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mains in them still. 
into their 


They go forward 
with a real future be- 
fore them, with an unexplained life to 
live : 


future, 


not goblets whose contents have 
been drained, but fountains that still flow 
vhen the traveller who drank from them 
has pass¢ n. Jarno, for example, a 
man of firm and de 


Ieasen | 
crawn here 


finite outlines, and 
with masterly distinctness, 


blur or a wavering of the 


1 


hole delineation, is yet the 
when 


without a 
hand in the w 
lained, unexhausted Jarno, 


book closes. He 


rest, known and yet unk nown, a man 


1 


goes forward with 


finite limitations, and yet al- 


ties which ‘the future will 
book, almost alone 
x novi 


onsists with the hope of 
In avera novels there 
left of the hero when the 
utterly married,” 

Utterly, 
ends at the altar 


which th 


immortalit sf 

, l 
is nothing I 
sail ends. “He 
as “ Eothen 


enough! He 
| 


urnt-out ¢ 


says. sure 


like a 
over 


andle e priest 


extinguisher to keep it from 


, } 1 + . 
One yawns over the last page, 


ring himself longer in 
tuity 
they do but 


fussing at 


any 
Think “of giving 

es! What could 
. ae 

and begin 


A 
But wl 


nen 


perpe 


Goethe’s 


stage, they seem to 


pon life than quit- 

y opens, expectation 

ind our interest grows 
ion ceases. 

looks at Personality as th 


sees it shade aw: 


rougl 
systems, into st 
bulz ; he | 

1 on that s 
He 
spacious, all the 


roscope, anc 
I 


only in part. 


most 


most 


pretations of his wit, 


yet 


ly leaves more beyond. 
Now it is this large-eyed, liberal re- 
( hil llike, all- 


reciation, which d 


gard of man, this grand 


istinguish- 
Scriptural litera 
p all the space between 
pote, we arrive at 
secondary laws ; we heap 


credent ap] 
es the earlier and ures. 
Abraham fills u 
earth and heaven. 
limitations and 


these up till the primal fact is obscured, 
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is hidden by them. Then ensues an 
impression of man’s littleness, empti- 
ness, utter, mechanical 
Then sharp-eyed gentlemen 
discover that man has a trick of dress- 
ing up his 


insignificance, 
limitation. 


littleness in large terms, — 
liberty, intuition, inspiration, immortal- 
ity,—and that he only is a philosopher, 
who cannot be 
stratagem. 


deceived by this shallow 
Your “ philosopher” 

? ‘ } 7 i cet < dadiiaieal 
what men are made of. Populaces may 
fancy that man is central in the world, 


sees 


that he is the all-containing vessel of its 
uses: but your philosopher, admirable 
gentleman, that; he is 
any such vulgar partiality 
for that parti sect to 

ich he hay “A fly 
the greatest of created 
“man flat- 
himself in the same way; but I, I 
not merely man, I am philosopher, 
and know better.” 


sees through all 
superior to 
cular species of in 
ypens to belong 

inks himself 


Says philosopher ; 
am 


The early seers and poets had not at- 


tained to this sublime superciliousness 


f self-contempt ; for this, of course, is a 
be borne only by the “ progress 


weak 


* : 1121 
elieve in gods and godlike 


the species.” They are still 
enough te b 


in the in- 
meaning of 
} 


relationship of man, 


men, in spirit piration, 


effable ful 


and ins} 
l 


ness an a noble 


life, in the cosmic 
in the divineness of speech and thought. 
In their books man is placed in a large 
ight ; he 
out of the heavens; what he does, if it 
be in any } 1 


nor and estimation come to him 


rofound way characteristic, is 


told without misgiving, without fear to 
be acne es he is the care, or even 
the companion, of the immortals. To 


go forth, therefore, from our little cells 
of criticism and controversy, and to en- 
ter upon the pages where man’s being 
significant, — 
] H ic Vier +. ; FA 


where, at length, it is really z#agined, 


appears so spacious and 


—jis like leaving stove-heated, pa} 


walled rooms, and passing out beneath 


er- 
the blue cope and into the sweet air of 
heaven. 

Quite this epic boldness and whole- 
ness we cannot attribute to Goethe. He 
is still a little straitened, a little pestered 
by the doubting and critical optics which 
our time turns upon man, a little victim- 





456 


ized by his knowledge of limitary con- 
ditions and secondary laws. Neverthe- 
less, a noble man is not to his eye “con- 
tained between hat and boots,” but is 
of untold depth and dimension. He in- 
dicates traits of the soul with that repose 
in his facts and respect for them which 
Lyell shows in spelling out terrestrial 
history, or Herschel in tracing that of 
the solar system. Observe how he re- 
lates the plays of a child, — with what 
grave, imperial respect, with what un- 
He 


“ Bear with me, ladies and 


doubting, reverential minuteness ! 


does not say, 
gentlemen; I will come to something 
of importance soon.” This is impor- 
tant, —the formation of suns not more 
so. 

In this respect he stands in wide con- 
trast to the prevailing tone of the time. 
It seems right and admirable that Tyn- 
dale should risk life and limb in learning 
the laws of glaciers, that large-brained 
Agassiz should pursue for years, if need 

, 


be, his microscopic researches into the 


natural history of turtles ; and were life 


or eyesight lost so, we should all say, 


* Lost, but well and worthil\ But ask 


a conclave of sober savazts to listen to 
reports on the natural-spiritual history 
of babies and little children, 

] } 


ask them 
to join, one and al r di 


in this piece 


l, 
covery, spending labor and 


lifetime in 
watching the sports, the moods, the im- 
aginations, the fanciful loves and fears, 
the whole baby unfolding these bud- 


Na- 


ture, —and see what they will think of 


ding revelations of divine uses in 
your sanity. You may, indeed, if such 
be your humor, observe these matters, 
nay, even write books upon them, and 
asylum, — pro- 


vided you do so in the way of pleasant- 


still escape the lunatic 


ry. In this case, the gravest savant, if 
he have children, may condescend to lis- 
ten, and even to smile. 
attend 


But ask him to 
to this za his guality of man of 
science, and no less seriously than he 
would investigate the history of mud- 
worms, and you become ridiculous in 
his eyes. 

Goethe is guiltless of this inversion 
of interest. Truth of outward Nature 
he respects ; truth of the soul he rever- 
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ences. He can really zwagine men, — 
that is, can so depict them that they 
shall ‘not be mere bundles of finite quan- 
tities, a yard of this and a pound of 
that, but so that the illimitable possi- 
bilities and immortal ancestries of man 
shall look forth from their eyes, shall 
show in their features, and give to them 
a certain grace of the infinite. The 
powers which created for the Greeks 
their gods are active in him, even in his 
observation of men ; and this gives hin 
that other eye, without which the effigies 
of men are seen, but never man himself. 
And because he has this divine eye for 
the inner reality of personal being, and 
yet also that eagle eye of his for condi- 
tions and limits, — because he can see 
man as central in Nature, the sum of 
all uses, the vessel of all significance, 
and yet has no “carpenter theory” of 
the universe,—and because he can dis- 


cern the substance and the revealing 
form of man, while yet no satirist sees 
more clearly man’s accidental and con- 
cealing form, — because of this, history 
comes in him new blood, regaining 
its inspirations without forfeiture of its 
experience. 

Carlyle | 


ative, and tinct 


as the same eye, but less cre- 
ured always with the spe- 
mperament ; yet the 
toward a | 
in which he can 
gives that to his books 


think, 


cial humors of his 
attitude juMan 
personal \ 

contemplate 
which will keep 
the world lasts. 


them alive, | 
while 

Among the recent writers of prose 
fiction in England, I know of but one 
who, in a degree worth naming in this 
connection, has regarded and delineated 
persons in the large, old, believing way. 
That 
parts.” In respects 
seems to me weak; its 


one is the author of “ Counter- 
her book 
theories are 
crude, its tone extravagant. But man 
and woman are wonderful to her; and 
when she names them in full voice of 
admiration, one thinks he 


heard the words before. 


man y 


has never 
And this merit 
is so commanding, that, despite faults 
and imbecilities, it renders the book al- 
most unique in excellence. Sarona is 
impossible : thanks for that noble im- 
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possibility! Impossible, he yet embod- 
ies more reality, more true suggestion 
of human possibility and resource, than 
a whole swarming limbo of the ordinary 
heroes of fiction,— very credible, and 
the more ’s the pity! He is finely zm- 
agined, and poorly conceived,— true, that 
is, to the inspiring substance of man, but 
not true to his limitary form: for imagi- 
gives the revealing form, concep- 

>» form which limits and conceals. 

, therefore, of marked infirm- 
the book 
ior, perhaps a great work. 
in look at a human exist- 
llike, all-believing, Ho- 


That creative vision which 


spite 
l extravagances, re- 
main 1 Super 
The writer « 
ence with cl 
meric eyes. 
of old eopled 
h 


peo} Olympus still peoples 


the world for her, beholding gods where 
the skeptic, criti 


tor and 


cal eye sees only a med- 
a sick woman. So is 


iped a true child 


ical doc 
she star of the Muse, 
descended on the one side from Memo- 


ry, or superficial fact, but on the other 


DOCTOR 
XXXIV. 


has in many respects 
improved under his city 
It would be wrong to say 
Doctor did take a 


pride in his increased alert- 


good not 
very human 
ness of mind, in his vivacity, in his 
self-possession, — nay, even in that very 
of worl 


air 1-acquaintance which now 


covered entirely the old homely manner 
of the country lad. He thought within 
himself, what a glad smile of triumph 
would 


of the 


have 


been kindled upon the face 
lost Rachel, could she but have 
seen this tall youth with his kindly atten- 

May-be 


she did see it all, — but with far other 


ions and his graceful speech. 


eyes, now. Was the child ripening into 

fellowship with the sainted mother ? 
The Doctor underneath all his pride 

carried a great deal of anxious doubt; 
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from Zeus, the sou/ of fact; and being 
gifted to discern the divine halo on the 
brows of humanity, she rightly obtains 
the laurel upon her own. 

Goethe, at least, rivals her in this 
Olympic intelligence, while he combines 
it with a practical wisdom far profound- 
er, with a survey and a fulness of knowl- 
edge incomparably wider and more va- 
rious, with a tone tempered to the last 
sobriety, with an eye for conditions and 
limits, for the whole of actual life, which 
no man of the world ever surpassed, and 
no seer ever equalled. And thus I must 
abide in my opinion, that he has given 
us the one prose epic of the world, up 
to this date. 
best reconciled World with 


In other words, he has 


final 


he 


t 
vessel of its uses, Man, — and best rec- 


onciled actual civilization and the fixed 
conditions of man with the uses of that 
in which all the meaning of his exist- 
ence is summed, his seeing and un- 
seen spirit. 


JOHNS. 


and as he walked beside his boy up- 
on the thronged street, elated in some 
strange way by the tou h of that strong 
arm of the youth, whose blood was his 
own, — so dearly his own,— he pondered 
gravely with himself, if the mocking de- 
lusions of the Evil One were not the 
Was not Satan 
y to the work of 
quieting all sense of responsibility in 


occasion of his pride ? 
setting himself artfully 


1 


regard to the lad’s future, by thus kin- 


dling in his old heart anew the vanities 
of the flesh and the pride of life ? 

“TI say, father, I want to put 
through now. 


you 
It Il do you a great deal 
of good to see some of our wonders 
here in the city.” 

“ The very voice, — the very voice of 
Rachel!” says the Doctor to himself 
quickening his laggard step to keep 
pace with Reuben. 

“There are such lots of things to 
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! 


show you, father! 
now. 


Look in this store, 
It’s 
the largest carpet-store in the United 
States, three stories packed full. There’s 
the head man of the firm, - 
man in a white choker; 
million, they say: he ’s 
Mowry’s church.” 


You can step in, if you like. 


the stout 
half a 
in 


with 
a deacon 


“ ] hope, then, Reuben, that he makes 
a worthy use of his wealth.” 

“Oh, he gives thunderingly to the 
missionary societies,” said Reuben, with 
a glibness that grated on the father’s 
ear. 

“You see that 
That ’s Gothic. They ’ve got the finest 
; 


bowling-alleys in the world tl 


building yonder? 


ere.” 
“I hope, my son, you never go to 
such places ?” 

“ Bowl? Oh, yes, I bowl sometimes : 
the physicians recommend it; good 


exercise for the chest. Besides, it ’s 


kept by a fine man, and he’s 
of the little tre 


you ever saw 


got one 
prettiest tting horses 
in your life.” 
“Why, my son, you don’t mean to 
rT 


ll me tl 


owling-alley ?” 


it you know the keeper of this 


‘Oh, yes, father, ill know 
him; and he gave me a splendid cigar 
the last time I wa 

“You don’t mez 
smoke, Reuben?” 
man, gravely. 

“ Not much, father: but then every- 
Mowry — 


Mowry smokes, you know ; and they 


body smokes now and then. 
Dr. 
say he has prime cigars.” 

“Is it possible? Well, 


Du 


“Yes, my son.” 
“hat ’s the theatre,— the Old Park.” 

The Doctor ran his eye over it, and 
its effigy of Shakspeare upon the niche 
in the wall, have 
looked upon the armor of Beelzebub. 


as 


Gabriel might 
, | 
l 


“T hope, Reuben, you never enter 
those doors?” 

“ Well, father, since Kean and Math- 
ews are gone, there ’s really nothing 
worth the seeing.” 


“Kean! Mathews!” said the Doctor, 


Fohns. [October, 
stopping in his walk and confronting 
Reuben with a stern brow, — “ is it pos- 
sible, my son, that I hear you talking in 
this familiar way of play-actors? You 
don’t tell me that you have been a-par- 
ticipant in such orgies of Satan ?” 

“ Why, father,” 
startled by the 
“the truth is, 


says Reuben, a little 
Doctor’s earnesthess, 
Aunt Mabel goes occa- 
sionally, like ’most all the ladies ; but we 
go, you know, to see the moral pieces, 
generally.” 

“ Moral pier es! 
Doctor, 


moral pieces!” says 


the with a withering scowl. 


“Reuben! those who go 
hold on the door-posts of 
“That ’s the Tract Society 
Reuben, wishing to di- 
Doctor, 


ack + 
object of hi 


4.002998 
bunding 


yonder, said 


vert the possi from the 
s reflections. 
voice !— always Rachel’s 


el’s 
said the Doctor to himself. 
| you like to go in, father ?” 
we have no time; and 
his 
tract 
or you, Reu- 


and thrusting 


“there is a 


“ Let 
father, and 
ule prices. 
’s the merest song.’ 
‘No, my said the 


son, no,” Doctor, 


by the 
“T fear it would be wastec 
Yet I tru hat 


lect the opport 


blithe air of Reu- 
1 effort. 
} + } 7 
you Go not wholly neg- 
inities for religious in- 
Sabbath ?” 


s Reuben, gayly. 


struction on the 


“Oh, no,” say 
Dr. Mowry off 
He ’s a 


“T see 
and often. 


old gentleman, — Dr. 


on, pretty 
: 
ciever 
Mowry.” 
Clever old gentleman ! 
The Doctor walked 
with grief, — silent, but 


on oppresse l 


with lips mov- 
ing in prayer, — beseeching God to take 
away the stony heart from this poor 
child of his, and to give him a heart 
of flesh. 

Reuben had improved, as we said, 
He was 
quick of apprehension, well informed ; 


by his New York schooling. 


and his familiarity with the counting- 
room of Mr. Brindlock had 


given hin 
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a business promptitude that was spe- 
ially agreeable to the Doctor, whose 


ag 
habits in that regard were of woful 
But religiously, the good 
man looked upon his son as a castaway. 
It was only too apparent that Reuben 


slackness. 


had not derived the desired improve- 


attendance at the Fulton- 
That attendance had 
inctual, ir 


year of his city life, in virtue 


ment from 
Street ( 
been 


the first 


irch. 
adeed, for nearly all 
of the inexorable habit of 
but Dr 
by any pei 
Dox tor 


preacl 


his education ; 
Mowry had not won upon him 
sonal magnetism. The city 
] good man, 
h art ponderous 
possessed of a most im- 

of When 
presented to him the cre- 


ther, 


ness manner. 


n his fa which he could 
ve done, save for the urgency 
llocks,) the ponderous Doc- 


, : 
1 him upon the shoulder, 


iend, your father is a 

-most worthy. I 
u following 
glad to 


for 


to see yo 
all be most 


+ 


I to you. 


service Our meetings 
le instruction are on Wednesdays, 

I ung men upon t 
s on the right.” 
appeared to Reuben a 
with the im- 


occupied 
ig 
>; and it seemed 
ugh it was doubtless a wick- 


yf the boy) that the pon- 
ter would have counted it 
to 


a wanderer 


» o9 ° 
lar smauer merit in- 


wid 


e, and save 
untry, than to perform the 
2 offices for a good fat sinner of the 
he memory of old 

for a year or more made any 
rgence from the severe path of boy- 
hood seem to Reuben asin; and these 
divergencies so multi 


plied by easy ac- 
cessions as to have made him, after a 
time, look upon himself very confident- 


ly, and almost cheerily, as a reprobate. 


And if a reprobate, why 
Devil’s cup to the full? 
That first visit to the 


not taste the 


theatre was 


Fohns 
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like a bold push into the very domain 
of Satan. 
door 


Even the ticket-seller at the 
that eventful 
night an understrapper of Beelzebub, 


seemed to him on 


who looked out at him with the goggle 
That man 


of such a 
could have a family, or family affections, 


ves a demon. 
or friendships, or any sense of duty or 
honor, was to him a thing incompre- 
the wick- 


into the vest 


hensible ; and when he passed 
et for the first time bule of 
the old Park Theatre, the very usher in 


look like 


the corridor had to his eye a 
the Giant Dagon, a1 
| 


1e conceived of 
his le 


1im as mumbling, in hi isure mo- 
from human 


flesh bones. 


And when at last the curtain rose, and 


ments, the 


the damp air came out up 
| 


scenes as he Sat 


n him from 
behind the i 


began with some wonder- 


and the play 
ful creature in tight bodice and paint- 
ed cheeks, sailing across the stage, 
of Di- 
vine wrath might presently be bursting 


out over the 


it seemed to him that the flames 


10Use, Or a great judgment 


} } 


root nd 


] 

of God k down the ae- 
a a ] 
stroy them all. 


But it 


SO 


= 
rea 


did not; and he took c¢ 
easy to find courage in those 


yurage. 


1 } 15] = 
es where we take no bodily harm! 


cience, sharpened by the severe 
he had known, pricked him 
first, he | he stings 


f sturdiness. A sin- 
knew long ago: 
slip at all, 


enerate. 


ore t 


soned,) and 
ten times a sinner: 
If in his moments of re 


eine not yet wholly crowded out from 


I 
his life—there comes a shadowy hope 


of better things, of some moral poise that 
should be 1 the tenderer 
+ 


all 


in keeping wi 


recollections of his boyhood, this 


can never come, » bethinks himself, 
in view of his ok hi 
the of terrible 


of sin; and the conviction will hardly 


g,) except on 


heel some conviction 


come without some deeper and more 


damning weight of it than he feels as yet. 


A heavy cumulation of the weight may 


some day serve hima good turn. Thus 





460 Doctor 
the Devil twists his vague yearning for 
a condition of spiritual repose into a 
pleasantly smacking lash with which 
to scourge his grosser appetites; so 
that, upon the whole, Reuben drives a 
fine, showy team along the high-road of 
indulgence. 

Yet 
for gross vices ; there were human in- 
may be said) that 
against his more 


the minister’s son had no love 


stincts in him (if it 
deliberate 
with 


rebelled 


sinnings. Nay, he affected his 
boon companions an enjoyment of wan- 
ton hat he only half felt. A 


reach 


excesses t 
certain adventurous, dare - devil 
in him craved exercise. haracter 
of Reuben at this 

for the 
Dr. Mowry, 


if that worthy gentleman could 


have offered a 


good subject 
study and the handling of 
have 
won his way to the lad’s confidence ; 
but the ponderous methods of the city 
of 


Even the father, as we have seen, could 


parson showed no fineness touch. 


not reach down to any religious con- 
victions of the son; and Reuben keeps 
him at bay with a banter, and an exag- 


gerated attention to the personal com- 


forts of the old gentleman, th: 
baffle him. Reuben holds t 
hismal dogmas and 


dread the old 


the ulti 


catec 
anathema maran-atha.” 


So it was with a profound 


_—™ 
sigh that 
the father bade his son adieu after this 
city visit. 

“Good bye, father! ove to them 
all in Ashfield.” 

So like Rachel’s voice! So like Ra- 
chel’s! And the heart of the old man 
yearned toward him and ached bitterly 
forhim. “O my san Absalom! my son! 
, 


my son Absalom !’ 


XXXY. 


MAVERICK hurried his departure from 
the city ; and Adéle, writing to Rose to 
announce the programme of her jour- 
ney, says only this much of Reuben :— 
“We have of course seen R , who 
was very attentive and kind. He has 
grown tall, — taller, I should think, than 
Phil; and he is quite well-looking and 
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gentlemanly. I think he has a very 
good opinion of himself.” 

The summer’s travel offered a season 
of rare enjoyment to Adéle. The lively 
sentiment of girlhood was not yet whol- 
ly gone, and the thoughtfulness of wom- 
anhood was just beginning to 
without her 


tone, 
sensibilities. 


of 


controlling, 
The delicate attentions Maverick 
were more like those of a lover than of 
a father. 
eyes, Adéle looked upon the beauties 
of N: e with a 
How 


ty , 
riow ne days ¢ 


Through his ever watchful 


new halo on them. 
to her vision ! 


like 


vater sparkled 
ume and went 
13 1 , 
goiacen areams 

Hud- 
» George, Saratoga, the Moun- 
Pa 


youth-time! The 


Beach,—to us ¢ Sta 


l 


fers, 
the tide of so many 


» breasted tl 
1 
] 


and flung off long ago all the iri- 
descent sparkles of our sentiment, these 
are only names of summer thronging- 
Upon the river we watch the 
I h- 
t 


bors about the cost of our friend Faro’s 


plac es. 


growth of the crops, or ask our neig 


new country-seat ; we lounge upon the 
piazzas of the hotels, reading price-lists, 
or (if not too old) an editorial ; we com- 

lain of the windy currents upon the 
] 


>, and find 


our chiefest pleasure in a 


I 

l 

trout boiled plain, with a dressing of 
C} 


‘hampagne sauce ; we linger at Fabi- 
1 a sunny porch, talking politi 
with a rheumatic old gentleman in 
overcoat, while the youngsters go am- 
bling through the fir woods and up the 
> in it wit} } 1t and lat rhter 
mountains with shouts and augnter. 
There 


lives of us old travel- 


Yet it was not 
+] 


we 


always thus. 
were times in 
lers — let us say from sixteen to twen- 
ty — when the great river was a glorious 
legend trailing its storied length through 
the Highlands ; when in every opening 
valley there lay purple shadows where- 
on we painted castles ; when the corri- 
dors and shaded walks of the “ United 
States ” were like a fairy land, with flit- 
ting skirts and waving plumes, and 
some delicately gloved hand beating its 
reveille upon the heart; and when ev- 
ery floating film of mist along the sea, 
whether at Newport or Nahant, tender- 
ly entreated the fancy. 
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But we forget ourselves, and we for- 
get Adéle. In her wild exuberance of 
joy Maverick shares with a spirit that 
he had believed to be dead in him 
utterly. And if he finds it necessary to 
check from time to time the noisy effer- 
vescence of her pleasure, as he certainly 

the first, he does it in the most 

1d considerate way ; and Adéle 

hat many of her warm-hearted 

ver do learn, that a well-bred 

ver Our enthusiasms in no way 

dimin s the exquisiteness of their 
savor. 

rick should be something over 

ind his keenness of observa- 

spect to feminine charms is 

so great as it once was; 

cannot fail to see, with a 

makes no great effort to 

idmiring looks that follow 

of Adéle, wher- 

Nor, 

here any more comely toi- 

irl to be met with 


raceful figure 
] 


rney may lead them. 

young g 

than those which had been 

| for the young traveller under 
of Mrs. Brindlock. 

> true — what his friend Pa- 

licted — that Maverick will 

of his child to keep her 

corner of New England. 

there is certainly abun- 


] 


and what father does not 


the child of whom he is 
ired ? 

ks had run by and Maverick 

r once broached the question 

The truth was, that the 

was so charming and 

for him, the sweet, in- 

ever at his side was so 

rer wonder, and he so delight- 


ipon providing new sources 


ind calling out again and 
gushes of her girlish enthu- 
he shrunk instinctively from 
ision in which must be involved 
ely her future happiness. 
last it was Adéle herself who sug- 
gested the inquiry, — 
“Ts it true, dear papa, what the Doc- 
tor tells me, that you may possibly take 
me back to France with you?” 


Fohns. 
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“ What say you, Adéle ? 


” 


Would you 
like to go? 

“ Dearly !” 

“ But,” said Maverick, “ your friends 
here,—can you so easily cast them 
away ?” 

“ No, no, no!” said Adéle, — “ not 

Could n’t I 

Besides, there is 


cast them away ! come 
again some day? 
your home, papa; I should love any 
home of yours, and love your friends.” 

“For instance, Adéle, there 
book-keeper, a 


a red 


is my 


lean Savoyard, who 


wears wig and spectacles, — and 
Lucille, a great, gaunt woman, with a 


golden crucifix about her neck, who 


keeps my little parlor in order, — and 


Papiol, a fat Frenchman, with a bristly 


moustache and iron-gray hair, who, I 


dare say, would want to kiss the pet of 


his dear friend, —and Jeannette, who 


washes the dishes for us, and wears 
great wooden sabots ”’ 


* Nonsense, papa! I am sure you 
have other friends; and then there ’s 
the ] 


good 


godmother.” 
“ Ah, yes, — she indeed,” said Mav- 
erick; “what a precious hug she would 
you, Adéle !” 


“And then — and then — should I 


see mamma?” 


give 


The pleasant humor died out of the 
face of Maverick on the instant; and 
then, in a slow, measured tone, — 

“Impossible, Adétle, — impossible ! 
Come here, darling!” and as he fon- 
dled her in a wild, passionate way, “I 
will love you for both, Adéle ; she was 
not worthy of you, child.” 

Adéle, too, is overcome with a sud- 
den seriousness. 

“Is she living, papa?” And she 
gives him an appealing look that must 
be answered. 

And Maverick seems somehow 
palled by that innocent, confiding 
pression of hers. 


ap- 
ex- 


she 
can 
You 
And he 


“ May-be, may-be, my darling ; 
was living not long since; yet it 
never matter to you or me more. 
will trust me in this, Adéle ?” 
kisses her tenderly. 

And she, returning the caress, but 
bursting into tears as she does so, says, — 





Doctor 


he 
“no more tears, — 


_— 
folds her to him; 
no 


more tears, chérie/ 
But even while he says it, he is ner- 
his pockets, since 
there is a little dew that must be wiped 
from his own eyes. 


tion, 


vously searching 


Maverick’s emo- 


however, was but a little 


mo- 
mentary contagious sympathy with the 


—he having no understand- 


ing of that unsatisfi 


heart of 


daughter, 
h 


in her 
which this sudden tumult of 
feeling was the passionate outbreak. 
Meantime i 

little meme: he life 
which come in the shape of 
letters f 

ey we 
aear, dear 


without her 
Ashfield, 

thick double 
Lot d g rl Rose, — her 


10 has been advised 


at 


» what towns she 
should 
, 
and Ad 


I ostal stat 


with 

after 

tell 

journey she is having 
papa is, and what orld 


things she is seeing ; and there are de- 


scriptions of sunsets and sunrises, and 
of lakes and of mountains, on those 


close-written sheets of I , which Rose, 


in her enthusiasm, d » be equal 


We d: 


say they were better than a great many 


to many descriptions in print. re 


such. 


Poor Rose feels has only 
return 
her let- 
hey 
lack in novelty is made up in affec- 
tion. 

“ There is really nothing new to tell,” 
ept it be 


Almir 
all with 


very humdrum stor in 
for these; but she ek ut 
1] | 


ters pretty well, after all, and what t 


she writes, “ ex 
Miss 


us 


that our old 


friend, Tourtelot, aston- 


ished a new bonnet last 


an with new saffron ribbons ; 


Sunday, 


and she has come out, too, in the new 
sleeves, in which she looks drolly 


Fohns. [October, 


enough. Phil is very uneasy, now that 
his schooling is done, and talks of go- 
ing to the West Indies about some busi- 
ness in which papa is concerned. I 
go, if he does n’t stay too 
He is such a dear, good fellow! 
Madame Arles asks after you, whe 


hope he will 
long. 


see her, which is not very often 
for since the has come 
from New York, he has had a new 


with 


Doctor 


mamma, and has quite won her 


over to his view of the matter. So good 
bye to French for the present ! 
But I don’t know that I ’m 
that you are not here, dear Ady. 

* Anotl hing I had almost 
The poor Boody 
? Well 


on a sudden; and 


lejo} ! 
Heigho! 


SOITy, now 


er queer t 


forgotten to tell you. 
olel 


girl, - m 


} 
SI 


os See face 2 
ist remember her: 


] all 
sne has come bDack 
they say her father would not 


in his house, — there are 
stories about it! 
ing with an old 
iver-road, 
er for 

i, d 


—and now she 
woman far out uy 


— Oni 


hear 1 


vhat does she 


lame Arles 


an or a very good woman. 
says 4 /, 7) ], Le 
woman. 

very indignant 
dame A. 


them.” 


writes, — 
The Bowriggs are all 
the ] 


ciosead,. 
has been here on a flying visit 


rhe 
winter, and house 
parsonage ; and how proud Miss Eliza 
4 He came over to 
pose ; but Phil had 
Mamma thinks he 


was of her nephew 
see Phil, I suy 


two 


gone 


weeks before. 


is fine-looking. 1 fancy he will never 
live in the country again. When shall 
I see you again, dear, dear Ady? I 
have so much to talk to you about ! ” 


A month thereafter Maverick and his 
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daughter find their way back to Ash- 
field. Of course Miss Johns has made 
magnificent 
them. She 
toilette on the day of their arrival, and 
fairly astonished Maverick with the 
~~ +1 } 


preparations to receive 


surpassed herself in her 


to his child. 
not help observing that 


er welcome 


it more coolly than was her 
that 
sd for 


roud she was to 


words 
Doctor. 
valk with 
pon the village street, glanc- 
at the 


those 


her tenderest 


cood 


the 


from 
Miss 


ls must be peeping out! How 


windows 


stiff old 


up 
I 
e knew 
side him in the parson’s 
it the eyes of half the 
ere fastened on the tall 
Ah, happy 
if ial 


sit be 


le her! 


eautiful fil 


abroad ; 

Joctor, 

léle once more 

roof of the 


God, I 


parsonage. 
will do for her what 
| the Doctor. 

ww it, 1 know it, 
ys Maverick. “ 


my rood 
Teach her 
she may need it 
mind what I have said of 
Adéle seems to 
+} + , , The EFrencl 
that way. Those French 


Won hn ? 
110US, Johns. 


some 
womah 


insit 


very 
‘ } 


their ways better than 


Doctor, dryly. 
rele P af mite 
a smack of the old college 


Well, at 


the sacredness 


re, Johns. well, 
de yn’t 


ve for Adéle ? 


doubt 


“| 


doubt 


Maverick, I may never 


sacredness of your love in 
may 


any direction. I only hope you J 


here I fear you do not.” 
less you, Johns! I 


1 man as 


direct i 
“Go wish I 
were as good a 


A little afterwards 


you.” 
Maverick was 
humming a snatch from an opera un- 
s of the orchard ; and Adéle 
g toward him, to take the 
1 him for so long, —so 


der the tre: 


went boundi! 
last walk witl 
long ! 


Fohns. 
XXXVI. 


AUTUMN and winter passed by, and 
the summer of 1838 opened upon the 
old quiet life of Ashfield. The stiff 
Miss Johns, busy with her household 
duties, or with her stately visitings. 
The Doctor’s hat and cane in their 
usual place upon the little table within 
the door, and of a Sunday his voice is 
lifted up under the old meeting-house 
roof The 

and the or- 
shown once more its 
drous glory of bloom. But all 
things have lost their novelty for Adéle. 
Would it be strange, if the tranquil life 
of the little town had lost something 
of its early charm? That swift French 
blood of hers has been stirred by con- 
She has, 
perhaps, not been wholly insensible to 


in earnest expostulation. 


birds pipe their old songs, 


chard has won- 


these 


tact with the outside world. 


those admiring glances which so quick 
ened the pride of the father. Do not 
such things leave a hunger in the heart 
of a girl of seventeen which the sleepy 
streets of a country town can but poorly 
gratify ? 

The s, moreover, greatly 
disturbed at the thought of the 


young girl i 
new 
separation from her father for some in- 
Her 
knitted themselves around him, during 


g 
that delightful journey of the summer, 


definite period. affections have 


that has made her feel with 
new weight the parting. It is all the 
worse that she does not clearly perceive 
the necessity for it. 


in a way 


Is she not of an age 


ve 
now to contribute to the cheer of what- 
ever home he may have beyond the 
sea? Why, pray, has he given her 
such uninviting pictures of his compan- 
there ? 


ions Or what should she care 


for his companions, if only she could 
t P 


enjoy his tender watchfulness? Or is 


it that her religious education is not 
yet thoroughly complete, and that she 
still holds out against a full and public 
avowal of all the the 
Doctor urges upon her acceptance ? And 


doctrines which 


the thought of this makes his kindly se- 
verities appear more irksome than ever. 

Another cause of grief to Adéle is 
the extreme disfavor in which she finds 





464 Doctor 
that Madame Arles is now regarded 
by the townspeople. Her sympathies 
had run out towards the unfortunate 
woman in some inexplicable way, and 
held there even now, so strongly that 
contemptuous mention of her stung like 
a reproach to herself. At she 
was a countrywoman, and alone among 
strangers ; and in this Adéle found abun- 


least 


dant reason for a generous sympathy. 
As for her religion, was it not the re- 
ligion of her mother and of her good 
And thought 
flaming in her, is it wonderful, if Adéle 


godmother ? with this 
toys more fondly than ever, in the soli- 
the little 
Not, 


indeed, that she has much faith in its 


tude of her chamber, with 


rosary she has guarded so long ? 


efficacy ; but it is a silent protest against 
the harsh speeches of Miss Eliza, who 
had been specially jealous of the in- 
fluence of the French teacher. 

“] liked 
Adéle,” said the spinster, in her solemn 
manner; “and I am rejoiced that you 


never her countenance, 


will not be under her influence the pres- 
ent summer.” 

“ And I ’m sorry,” 
lantly. 

“It is gratifying to me,” continued 
Miss Eliza, without notice of Adéle’s 
interruption, “that Mr. Maverick has 


said Adéle, petu- 


confirmed my own impressions, and 
urged the Doctor against permitting so 
unwise association.’ 

“When? how?” said Adéle, sharp- 
ly. “Papa has never seen her.” 

“ But 
women, 


French 
he fears their in- 


he has seen other 
Adéle, and 
fluence.” 


the spinster 


Adéle looked keenly at 
} 


for a moment, as if to fathom the depth 
then burst int 


of this reply, ) tears. 


“Oh, why, why did n’t he take me 
with him?” 
and 
the 


But this she says under 


breath, to herself, as she rushes 


into Doctor’s study to question 
him. 

“Is it true, New Papa, that papa 
thought badly of Madame Arles ?” 

** Not personally, my child, since he 
had never seen her. But, Adaly, your 
father, though I fear he is far away from 


the true path, wishes you to find it, my 


Fons. [ October, 
child. He has faith in the religion we 
teach so imperfectly ; he wishes you to 
be exposed to no influences that will 
forbid your full acceptance of it.” 

“ But Madame Arles never talked of 
religion to me”; and Adéle taps impa- 
tiently upon the floor. 

“That may be true, Adaly, — it may 
be true ; but we cannot be thrown into 
habits of intimacy with those reared in 
iniquity without fear of contracting stain. 
I could wish, my child, that you would 
so far subdue your rebellious heart, and 
put on the complete armor of righteous- 
ness, as to be able to resist all attacks.” 

“And it was for this papa left me 
here?” And Adéle says it with a smile 
of mockery that alarms the good Doc- 
tor. 

“3 


hope.” 


trust, Adaly, that he had that 

The good man does not know what 
swift antagonism to his pleadings he 
has suddenly kindled in her. The little 
foot taps more and more impatiently as 
he goes on to set forth (as he had so 
often done) the heinousness of her of- 
fences and the weight of her just con- 
demnation. Yet the antagonism did not 
incline her to open doubt; but after she 
had said her evening prayer that night, 
(taught her by the parson,) she drew out 
her little rosary and kissed reverently 
the 
this juncture fc 


crucifix. It is so much easier at 
wr her tried and distract- 
ed spirit to bolster its faith upon such 
material symbol than to find repose én 
any merely intellectual conviction of 
truth ! 

Adéle’s intimacy with Rose and with 
her family retained all its old tenderness, 
but that good fellow Phil was gone. A 
blithe and merry companion he had 
been! Adéle missed his kindly atten- 
than 


Bowriggs 


tions more she would have be- 


The 
Ashfield, but their clamorous friendship 


lieved. have come to 
déle. 
Over and over she makes a feint of ill- 
ness to escape the noisy hilarity. Nor, 
indeed, is it wholly afeint. Whether it 
were that her state of moral perturba- 


is more than ever distasteful to / 


tion and unrest reacted upon the physi- 
cal system, or that there were other dis- 





Doctor 


it was that 
a or > ot 
g from her « 


certain the 


roses s, and 
that 


somethi 


was losing day day 
It is 
village 
family council. He is 


He al ntleman. v 
lly old gentleman, wh 


. its old buoyan y. 


even th best to summon th 


doctor 

gossi| 8) 
“we y } 
ile, irom much 


to 


s free 


Sp 
1 


n trying 


before. 
feels the 


lu 
iy on 


tleman 


j one 
‘kelet about Sir 
some other worthy 
shakes his fat sides 
] 


And 


1 L 
100K 


now, my 
us at the 
+h 


I see,— the stomach 
lassitude, 


ip Miss 


tion after 
Mav- 
ce up 


bra 


race up the 


I see, I see ; we must 
s Johns, —1 

old gentleman pre- 

Adéle 


more out of the 


. “ta 
tonics, of whi 


1e, and throws 


not mend, and the rumor 
rrent upon the street that 
in a decline.” 
a solicitude in the matter 
he heart of 
Adi le had long 
there could be 
between 


in 


The 


st the 


sow st 


or be- 

no 
them, 
little 
But 
Nev- 
plan 
Adéle and 


, no 
of spt ech toward her. 
ster had for 
he lost sig 


mate dal 


iven all. 
h »f her 
of 
fortune. Of course the 
was very dear to her, and 


Phil 


| 
sposal 


she looked upon 


, but still the tonics 
| hys sician prove of lit- 


B Ow riggs 
VI. — NO. 


96. 30 
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erer 
les writes 


Ashfi 


assurance! Did 
Madame Ar 
us that she is coming to see 


“ Such 
hear the 


you 
like ? 


again, and of course comi ng to us 
of l 


the town agrees , with h and 
ho} cS 


air 


she 


er, 
to find 
The eyes of A 


faction, — not so mu ch per 


old sympathy wi 
which is 

it 
the 


son of her 


woman, now almost 


as because will give son 
least to 
town life. 


= Lodg 
ger Miss 


creary monoton 
» youn- 


Boy wonder where 


she will find 
It 


sure, 


of doubt 
the sharp speech <¢ 


read the stor) 


is a matter creat 


— since 


spinster has so s] 


demerits, that nat a parishioner 


Doctor but would have feared 


the poor woman a home. 


strength ¢ noug! 


ll with Rose, ar 
the course of one of them, 


» 7 
Madame 


comes upon 


Arles, whom she meet 


} Coat 
old effusion. 


good deal of her 


a 
Ma 


ness, 


lame, touched by her apparent wez eak- 

more than rec iprocates it. 

“ But VC 
PUL > 


my 


suffer, you are 
or 


child, — pining at last f 
of Proven Is n’t it so, 
No, 


) amon 


e. mon an, 
never meant to grow 
You must 
and 


no, you were 
gu ese cold peop le. 


ards, and the olives, 


you 
torrent, 


, nis 
cuientls, 


its ¢ui Rose Cal 


comprehe nd. 
Yet it 


Adele. 


with 01 
ht to the 
and her tongue is loosen¢ 
lant, roulade 
severities of the life neon he er 


goes strai 


little peti fiery 


it would have greatly pained poor Ro 


to listen to in any speech of her own. 


once ¢ r tw l 
e of the 


rly pere eives 


interviews 


come to the knowledg 


re] eated, 
watchful spinster, wl 
that Adéle 

under the w d family regimen. 
a 


an atiectation of tender 


o clear 


chafi Bs more and more 
With 
snlict r} 
souicitude, 


end Adele ul 


her short morning strolls, anc 


is 


volunteers herself to att 


resent tly with eres 
] ’ d 
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dame Arles has established herself at last 
under the same roof which gives refuge 
Nothing 


more was needed to seal the opinion of 


to the outcast Boody woman. 


the spinster, and to confirm the current 


Villiage 


+ 


ter of 


belief in the heathenish charac- 
the French lady. Dame Tour- 
telot was shrewdly of the opinion that 
the woman represented some Popish 
plot for the abduction of Adétle, and for 
her incarceration in a nunnery, — a the- 
ory which Miss Almira, with her natu- 

tendency to romance, industriously 


ited. 


Meantime the potions of the village 


doctor have little effect, and before Ju- 
a tous iliness } ee 
ly 1S ended a serious lliness Nas Geciar 
ed itself, and Adéle is confined to her 


chamber. t 


Madame Arles is among the 


earliest who come with eager inquiries, 
and begs to see the sufferer. But she 
is confronted by the indefatigable spin- 
ster, who, cloaking her denial under 
smonious form, declares that her 
of nervous prostration will 

Madame wit 
1e visit and the cl 


not 
hdraws, sadly ; 
lim are re peated 


from time to time, until 


Lie 


stately ci- 
of Miss Johns arouses her suspi- 
“You deny me, Madame. 
Keg Adéle ; 
I know that I could comfort 
l not her 
born the sky is soft and 
You are all col 
. } 


You 


she k ves 


do 
] 7@ ne 
i0ve me. 
You 


She 


her. 
understand uture. 
where 
h irsh, - 
harsh in your 
has told me as much. 
I wish 1 could carry 

-e with me. I pray you, le 

, good Madame! 


is quite impossible, I assure 
’ said the spinster, in her most ag- 
“It would be 


gravating manner. quite 


against the wishes of my brother, the 
Doctor, as well as of Mr. Maverick.” 

*“ Monsieur Mon Dieu, 
Madame! He is no father to her; 
her to 


heart 


Maverick ! 
he 


leaves die with strangers; he 
I have better right: I 
an 


has no 
love her. I must see he 

And with a passionate step, — those 
eyes ¢ that 
double way upon the amazed Miss Eli- 


f hers glaring in 


strange 
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za,—she strides toward the door, as if 
she would overcome all opposition. But 
before she has gone out, that cruel pain 
has seized her, and she sinks upon a 
chair, quite prostrated, and with hands 
clasped wildly over that burden of a 
heart. 

” Too 


murs, SC 


hard! too hard!” she mur- 


arce above her breath. 
The spinster is attentive, but is un- 
touched. 


her. And not then, or at any later pe- 


Her self-poise never deserts 


riod, did poor Madame Arles succeed 


in overcoming the iron resolve of Miss 
, 
Johns. 


The rood Doctor is greatly troubled 


Miss 


that Adele has given a 


report of Eliza. Can 

possibie 
confidence to this strange woman that 
she has not given to them? Cold and 
harsh! Can Adéle, indeed, have 


this ? 


heart ? 


Has he not labored with a ful 
Has he not agonized in 
to draw in this wandering lamb 
fold? He has seen, indeed, 
poor child has chafed 
that the 
But is it not a chafing under the 


not that she be- 


} 1 
I much 


Id serenity and gayety are 
gone. 


fetters of sin? Is it 
‘ 


gins to see more clearly the fiery judg- 


ments of G certainly over- 


whelm rongdoers, whatever may 


be the unsubstantial 


l anescent 
graces of their mortal life? 


and ev 


Yet, with all the rigidity of his doc- 
trine, which he cannot in conscience 


t 
ler ears of Adéle, 


r the tenc 
listurbs him strangely to hear that 
-% netted ti rimen as hars! 
- has quained his regimen as harsh 
H is he 


f 


son and out ol 


or severe. not taught, in sea 
season, the fulness o 
God’s promises? Has he not labored 
1? Is it not 


heart in her that finds his teaching a 


and pray¢ the 


ungodly 
hiuarden ? ¢ t his : sence 2»? 
burden ! not his conscience Safe ¢ 


it touches him to the 


confidence is at last alienated from him, 
— that her affection for him is so dis- 
tempered by dread and weariness. For, 
unconsciously, he has grown to love 
her as he loves no one save his boy 
Reuben ; unconsciously his heart has 


mellowed under her influence. Through 
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her winning, playful talk, he has taken 
up that old trail of worldly affections 
which he had thought buried forever in 

] 


Rachel’s That tender touch of 


k has 


grave. 
her little fin his chee 


seemed 


gers upon 


to say, “ Life has its joys, old 
The patter of her feet along 
the | ise has kindled 
of other gentle steps that tread now 
silently 


man!” 


the memories 


in the courts ofair. Those songs 
of hers, how he 1 them! 
Eli- 
o himself, how much his 


heart is bound up in this little winsome 


has loved 
Never confessing even to Miss 


a 11 1 
Za, SUlli 1€SS 


stranger, who has shone upon his soli- 
tary 
And the good man, with such thoughts 
thronging on him, 
beseeching od 
child, t nfort 


parsonage like a sunbeam. 


falls upon his knees, 
over the sick 


heal 


to “be 
her, to her, to 
pour down His divine grace upon her, 
to open her blind eyes to the richness 
of His truth, to keep her from all the 
machinations and devices of Satan, to 


arm her with true make 
her a golden light in the household, to 
heart of love toward all, and 


toward Him who so loved 


holiness, to 
give hera 
most of all 
her that He gave His only begotten 
Son.’ 

And = Do 
titude of yer, and going toward the 
little window of his study to arrange it for 
the night, sees a slight figure in black 


nd down upon the 


tor, rising from his at- 


pacing uj opposite 


side of the way, and looking up from time 
to tin light that is burning in 
the window of Ad He knows on 


ie ft e 
‘le. 
and fears 


the instant who it must be, 


more than ever the possible influence 
which this strange woman, who is so 
persistent in her attention, may have 
upon the heart of the girl The Doc- 
tor had heretofore been disposed to 
turn a deaf ear to the current reproach- 
es of Madame Arles for her association 
with the poor outcast daughter of the 
village ; but her appearance at this un- 
seemly hour of the night, coupled with 
il belief in the iniquities 
of the Romish Church, excited terrible 
suspicions in his mind. Like most holy 
men, ignorant of the crafts and devices 
of the world, he no sooner blundered 


his tradition 


Doctor 
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into a suspicion of some deep Devil’s 
cunning than every footfall and every 
floating zephyr seemed to confirm it. 
He bethought himself of Maverick’s 
earnest caution; and before he went to 
that night, he prayed that no de- 
signing Jezebel might corrupt the poor 
child 
The next night the Doctor looked 
again from his window, after blowing 


bed 


committed to his care. 


out his lamp, and there once more was 

the figure in black, pacing up and down. 

What could it mean? Was it possible 
i 


that some Satanic influence could pass 


over from this emissary of the Evil One, 


(as he firmly believed her to be,) for the 
corruption of the sick child who lay in 
the delirium of a fever above? 

The extreme illness of Adéle was sub- 
ject of common talk in the 
the sympathy was very great. 


village, and 
On the 
following night Adéle was far worse, 
and the Doctor, at about his usual bed- 
time, went out to summon the physician. 
At a glance he saw in the shadow of the 
opposite houses the same figure pacing 
up and down. He hurried his steps, 
fearing she might seek occasion to dart 
in upon the sick-chamber before his re- 
turn. 
ty paces from his door, when he heard 


But he had scarcely gone twen- 


a swift step behind, and in another in- 


stant there was a grip, as of a tigress, 


upon his arm. 

“ Adéle,—how is she? Tell me!” 

“T]l,—very ill,” said the Doctor, shak- 
ing himself from her grasp, and contin- 
ued in his solemn manner, “it is an 
hour to be at home, woman!” 

But she, paying no heed to his admo- 
nition, says,— 

“T must see her, —I must /” — and 
dashes back toward the parsonage. 

The Doctor, terrified, follows after. 
But he can keep no manner of pace with 
that swift, dark figure that glides before 
him. He comes to the porch panting. 
The door is closed. Has the infuriated 
woman gone in? No, for presently her 
grasp is again upon his arm: for a mo- 
ment she had sunk, exhausted by fa- 
tigue, or overcome by emotion, upon 
the porch. Her tone is more subdued. 

“T entreat you, good Doctor, let me 
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see Adéle !—for Christ’s sake, if you be 
His minister, let me see her!” 
“Impossible, woman, impossible ! ” 
than ever sat- 
fied of her Satanic character by what 


says the Doctor, more 

he counts her blasphemous 

“ Adaly is deli 
; 


it wo 


speech. 
rious, — fearfully excited : 
The onl 


} = 
uid y hope 1S 


leases her grasp. 
ctor, let me come to-mor- 
’ 


tsee her! I will see her!’ 


Down the River. 


[ October, 


“You shall not,” said the 
with solemnity, — “ never, my 
permission. Go to your home, wom- 


Doctor, 
with 


an, and pray God to have mercy on 
an 


; 


“ Monster ! ” exclaimed she, passion- 


ately, as she shook the Doctor’s 
ll under her 


stil grasp ; and 


murmuring 


1 man 


other words in language the good 
did not comprehend, she slipped silent- 
ly down the yard, — away into the dark- 


ness. 





DOWN TH 


f pure race, black as her 


leed, she ever 


tor, and were in- 


yp of Afric 
] 


not an 


outcr in soil, — SO 


d gild her. Her 
‘ = ie i 


ligenous 
1 } 
i thy 


that the sun cou 


as 1S 


le for one owns the 
most daz- 


been dif- 


cheeriest of smiles and the 


of teeth. It would have 


was, though 
Y undersized, 


ll OWS, and 


roundes 

frame. 

Nevertheless, she a dancer by 

i l ve digni- 
pation by 

With a thin 


und her head in 


1 scanty and cling- 


therwise, tossing a tambou- 


rine, and singi wild, meaningless 
songs, » used to whirl and spring on 
the grass-plot of an evening, the young 


masters and mistresses smiling and ap- 
while the 
wn flame of a flaring pitch- 


Id by little 


plauding from the verandah, 
' 


wind - bl 
i hel Pluto, gave 
nge careering shadows for part- 
d not yet been 


» $a } 


1 allotted to any 
task by day, now running the 


E RIVER. 

errands of the house, now tendi the 
sick, now, in punishment of misdemean- 
ors, relieving an exnausted hand in the 
field, 


lay the piny woods of the turpentine- 


- for, though all along the upland 


1 


orchards, she belonged to an estate 
to 
But whatever she did 
inced 


gyration and 


whose rich lowlands were devoted 


cotton-bearin: 


by day, 


she d: by night, with her 


wild gesture, rally 
as a moth flies ; and when not in demand 


with the seigniory, was wont to perform 


in even keener force and fire at the 
ters, to an admiring circle of he 
kind, with 


outskirts. 


imitat 


ambitious 


It was not, however, an indiscrimi 


assemblage even there that encou 
her rude art. There 
circles, and the 


more 
favor to the 


patronag 


slaves gave small young 
rc 


posturer, although the she 
the her 
r disapprobation defiantly ; 


while to the younger portion, in the 


received from house enabled 


to meet th 


vague sense that there was something 
wrong al it, her dance became sur- 
the attraction and allure- 


It was not that the 


rounded by : 
ment of seeing 


fe. 


] 
frowning ones dic 


not go through many 
but 


frenzy of 


of the same motions themselves ; 
theirs were occasioned by the 
relig i 


ious excitement, where pious rap- 
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ture and ecstasy were to be expressed 
by nothing but the bodily exertion of 
the Shout: the objectless dance of the 
dancer wa thing beyond their com- 
ly at first, and then pos- 
But 


down with a gibe ; she 


prel ensl 
itively, associated with sin. she 
laughed 
felt triumphant in the possession of 
her secret, wn to none of them: her 
dance was not objectless, but the perpet- 
pression of all emotions, whether 
y or eratitude or praise. 
he house had given her a 
hoops with bells attached, 
is wont to wear about her 
her malicious en- 
er opponents by the 
For all 
e was not destitute of he 
For 


} In 
nad no 


of her step. 
of adoration. 
ab- 
he furtively watch- 


1 


ed it; but she 


} 
L 


riaicu 
ry } 


1 
ithstand- 


ty 


ner own, Noty 


ast. 


k earth, 


As she 


her fan 


it present tl 


was 


DO, 


} 
sne 


what 


fortified by her in- 


= continued to 
er bells and spin her bare 
feet with contented disregard 
»f whom in their unseemly 
the faintest idea of what it 
iled them. 
zh known by various titles on 
the 


hands, 


ition, objurgatory among the 


facetious among the heads, such 


£ Devil, 


as Dancin 


Spinning Jenny, Ta- 
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rantella, Herodias’s Daughter, — which 


last, simplifying itself into Salome, be- 


came in its diminutives the most prev- 


alent, —the creature had a name of het 


own, the softest of syllables. Black and 
uncouth as she was, a word, one of those 
the whitest and most beautiful, named 
her; and since the} 

appellation has its 

wearer, we must suppose that some- 
where in her soul that white and blos- 


soming thing was to be found which an- 


swered to the name of Flor. 
She possessed a kind of freehold in 
he cabin of an old negress yclept Zoé ; 
seldom claimed it, for Zoé was 


poken; she preferred, instead, to 
night on a mat in Miss Em- 
in a corner of the sta 
floor, oftenest fallen wherever 
- hav- 
lay he r 
at all. 


every one, 


ppened to overtake her ; 
ing so many places in which to 
head was very like having none 
She was at the bidding of 
but seldom received a heavy blow; as 
for a round of angry words, she liked 
She fell heir to much 


nothing better. 
i 1s a matter of course, and 


flimsy finery, 
sweetmeat 5 


itterfly 


to many a tidbit, cak 
she made herself 
the 


corner 


] 


with 


1 
ver, the 


becor 


now on corn 
at the house we 
for, tl ,as noa 
way, the chickens 
the y 


} 
anda 


] } 
tho } 


were res¢ 

eS ee ee | 
one induiged at table 
fowl. 
on her own 


he 2 1; 
the less dishes, she c« 


it was only at 
tal 


This was no se 


account 


in the act of wiping a plate a1 

an original hornpipe by herself, tossing 
the thin translucent china, and rapping 
it with her knuckles till it rang again. 


She had, however, a pang once when 
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she saw Miss Emma lunching with rel- 
ish on cold sweet potato. She spent all 
the rest of the day floating on the tide 
in an old abandoned scow secured by a 
long rope to the bank, and afterwards 
wading up and down the bed of a brook 
that ran into the river, until, having left 
a portion of her provision, to be sure, 


at Aunt Zoé’s cabin, she busied herself 


over a fire out-of-doors, and served up 
at last before Miss Emma as savory a 
little terrapin stew as ever simmered on 
coals, capering over her success, and 
standing on her head in the midst of all 
her scattered embers, afterwards, with 
pure delight. The next day she came 
in at noon from the woods, a mile down 
the river-bank, with her own dark lips 
cased and coated in golden sweets, and, 
skirmish with the cook, 


aiter a wordy 


“TT: - 7 
Miss Emma a great cake 


presente d to 


of brown and fragrant honey from a nest 
he ] ] ] ] no ] ted ; 
sne laa ~daiscoverea and giectead in 
better seasons, and said nothing about 
her half-dozen swollen 
stings. 


i Mas’r Rob havin 
his gun and taken h 
A 


Andersen 


but 


having 
not his 


} 


was nobody 


footsteps, 
1] +} - 
to fill the def 


urder with game; and thu 


I; 
her traps and nets and devices, making 
' 


her value felt every day, became, 


for 


Miss Emma’s sal | person, 
nore generous terms with 
1 allowed a freedom 


the 


iS very 


girl, wl 


content to gol 


d Miss Em- 


nded to her offeri: 


£ 10 Was well 
herself a whole day, provid 
ma condesce ies, and, 
turn, vouchsafed her ] friendship. 
spirations to- 
Mas’r Andersen’s wife, and admired her 
in awful distance, never venturing to 
*r her a bit of broiled r set be- 
her a dish of crabs,- ming back 
with a grin from ear to ear, if 
tha so much as smiled on her, bre 
into the wildest of dances and shuffling 
out the shrillest of tunes after every such 


incident. Moreover, Miss Agatha was 
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hedged about with a dignity of grief, 
and the indistinct pity given her made 
her safe from other intrusion ; for Mas’r 
Andersen, in bringing home a Northern 
wife, had brought home Northern prin- 
ciples, and, in his sudden escape forced 
to leave her in the only home she had, 
fightir 


g Northern battles. 


ful thing, and Mas’r 


was away 1 
This was a dread 
Andersen was a traitor to somebody,— 
so much Flor knew, —it might be the 
Government, 


it might be the South, it 


might be Miss Agatha; her ideas were 
nebulous. Whatever it was, Mas’r Rob 
and his gun were on the other side, and 
woe be to Mas’r Andersen when they 
met! Mas’r Rol 


beating k the 


and his friends were 
men that meant to take 
away Flor and all her kind to freeze and 
starve; ’t was very good of him, Flor 
thought, and 
tion. Meanwh 


consi lera- 


M 


there ceased 
i@, Wherever iia 


dersen mig , and whether | 
I or not, Miss 


knew 


adoon to her co1 


sO much 


1 1 , 
t e » that and 
not t! - that ana 


was 


swaying and 
id longing 
] 


arms ult etcit now hana 


weicome an 


on bosom, exultant ir 


session. 


ally rose 
exhibiti 
the « 

the sec 
aware of 


fresher vig 


| yer capers, 
to her, late 


entered wi 


one 


de posite d 
of her 


most elabora igure in athless | 


it, went through 
tening to an 
had dem sticks o’ 
rer work nor twirlin’ me lik 
factotum 

At this, Flor suddenly spun al 
ti I toe 


on the for the space of 


three minutes, with a buzzing noise like 
that of a top in hot motion, pausing at 


last to inquire, “ Well, Maum Zoé, an’ 
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w’at ’s dat?” and be off again in anoth- 
er whirl. 
‘I ’d red Mas’r Henry ob sich a wurf- 
less nigger.” 
“‘Wurfless ?” inquired Flor, still spin- 
ning 
“ Wuss ’n wurfless.” 
How ’d y’ 
“JT ’d jus’ foller dat ar Sarp,” 
Zoé, turning over the rabbit, 


™ do it?” 
said 
and con- 
sidering whether a pepper-corn and a 
little onion out of her own patch would 
n’t improve the broth she meant to make 
of it. 

“Into de swamps?” said Flor, ina 
y. “Sarp I heerd 
Mas’r Henry say so, Dey ’ll gib him 
a blue-pill, for sartain.” 

‘Humph!” said Aunt Zoé, as if she 


high key. ’s a fool. 


great deal more. 
Maum Zoé,” replied 
her sidelong head at ev- 


and accentuating her re- 
her forefinger and both her 
2.” ] aT 
Henry’s 


‘form on ye 


niggers run 


‘ None o’ yer sass here!” said Maum 
h a flashing glance. 
1 take my rabbit, you mus’ /aé 


inswered Flor, delicacy not 
“Wat ’ud I 


swamps, d’ ye s’pose: 


erain with her. 


1g soles of her feet 

ae om ; ‘* 

in her emphasis, ana using 

“Dar neber a lash 
2 * 

back 


for breath. 
laid on dat 
l lat back, dough,” in- 

1 Aunt Zoe. 
“ Dar neber was a lash on dat back. 
Dar a’n’t 
treatem as dis yere Limb o’ yourn. Miss 


a person on de place hab sich 


ribbins 


Mas’r 


red 
An’ 


say to 


her 
har. 


cib me 

for my 
jus’ pass an’ me, 
’at Miss Emma ’d do widout 
] ri? Sel” 


Scairt, ye hussy 
we be! 


ly. We 
uch dey do make ob us up to 


De leopard hab chang 


’s mos’ w’ite, 


e him 
we hab change our skin! 
at ’s de use o’ bein’ free, w’en we ’s 
folks a’ready? Tell dat!” 


w ite 
said Aunt Zoé, turning on her wither- 


me 
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ingly, rising from a deep curtsy and 
smoothing down her apron. 
w’at, ye Debil’s spinster!” 


Tell ye 
added 
with a sudden change of tone, as Flor 
began to mimic one of Miss Agatha’s 


1 


sne, 


opera-tunes and with her hands on her 
hips slowly balance up and down the 
room, and came at last, bending far on 
one side, to leer up in the face of her el- 
der with such a smile as Cubas was wont 
to give her Spanish lover in the dance. 
“So mighty free wid yer dancin’, ’pears 
like you ‘ll come to dance at a rope’s 
end! W’at’s de use o’ talkin’ to you? 
’Mortal sperit, it ’s my b’lief dat ar 
mockin’-bird in 


good a lookout ! 


de branches hab as 
, 

“ Heap better,” said Flor a 
cently, and beginning to hold a whis 
tling colloquy with the hidden voi 

“You won’t bring him down wid 
tunes. He knows w’en he’s well off 
he ’s free, he is,—swingin’ onto de 
bough, an’ ’gwine whar he like.” 
1 « 


“ Leet de chil’ alone, Zoé,” saic 
perannuated old 
i 


su- 
woman sitting in the 
corner by the fire always smouldering 
on Zoé’s hearth, and leaning her white 
“You be berrer 


plac € 


head on her cane. 


showin’ her her duty in her dan 
be makin’ her discontented.” 

“She doan’ make me 
Maum Susie,” 
free, w’at 
law 


disconnected, 
Flor. “’F he ’s 
*s he stayin’ here for? Dar’ 


for dat. Doan’ want none o 


said 
yer 
dis 


free ni roun’ 


Chirrup !” 


rgers hangin’ yere. 


right chance ob 


’em, dough, jus’ 


“Der s a smart 


now,” said Aunt Zoé, 
chuckling at first, and then breaking 
the Ss. 


“ Seems like we 


boisterous of laugl 
} 


’s all ob us, el 


into nost 
€ ry one, 
free as Sarp hisse’f. Mas’r Linkum 
Yah, ha, ha!” 
“ Linkum ! Flor. 
ar? poor 


Say SO. 
‘Who dat 


wite ti 


said 


Some o’ yer ash ? 


Mas’r Henry doan’ say so!” 
‘W’a’ ’s de matter wid dat ar 

Sarp, Zoé ?” 

a pause. 


boy 
recommenced Flor, after 
“ Mus’ hab wanted suffin, — 
powerful, —to lib in de swamp, hab de 
dogs after him, an’ a bullet troo de head 
mos’ likely.” 


“Jus’ dat. Wanted him freedom,” 
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ling stress, well withi xat Flor would make no 


heir fervor, as mischiel r her; but, except for the ex- 


she went on. “Wanted him body for cited state into which the news brought 


him own. Tired o’ usin’ ’noder man’s by some mysterious plantation runner 
s, ’noder man’s han’ Vanted him _ had thrown her, she would scarce 
n’s him own, wanted him heart him been so incautious. As it was 
’ no breff to breathe ’cep’ ped a thou into Flor’s 
>and do its work. was 
irst time in her life that 


aimos 


the girl had heard freedom discussed a 


Id be 
different condition from 
er would, wile he wor a s : ne in v h Miss Emma was mi 


list now, Zoé!” said the old v and she was maid seemed at 


ime 


to more 

the girl. 

spoken the tn 
changed on tl 
own masters, 

the driver still ? 

of tl 

» small farms, vith few |] 


why w 


e great | laces ; 


a series < 
the room and over the 10 stampede of these unguarded 
She liste ned 


1e circle of the fire on the 


nderstood. 
Zoé, who, ever since she had outside tl 
he use of her feet, had been a little ground at night, where two or three old 


wild on the subject of freedom, knew very women mumbled together; she infer- 
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ince grew lan- 


till. The 


as ever, the 


ywers as in- 

¢ air laden with 
ae of ots 
LICIOUS aS OT O10; 
} 


w we eks Flor had reat he d 


point. It seemed as if a 


) 


+} 


{ 


1 from her eyes, and she 
n every blossom. 
s time, spring being 


iat some passing guest 


he march of a regiment, 


from Cotesworth Court- 


he first rail 


the young | 

ion, was well we 
They 
vamp 
efer Hill. 
Why could 1ey not go across, she won- 
-d. They would sink, Flor answer- 
ed her; and then the moccasins! But 
there were all those green hummocks, 
— skipping from one to another would 
be mere play, — and there were no moc- 
casins for miles. And before Flor could 
gainsay her, she had sprung on, keep- 
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ing steadily ahead, in a determination to 
have her own way; and with no other 
course left her, Flor followed, though, at 
every spring, alighting on the hummocks 
that Miss Emma had trodden, the water 
splashed up about her bare ankles, and 
her heart shook within her at the thought 
of fierce runaways haunting these inac- 
cessible hollows, and the myths of the 
deeper district. Before long, she had 
overtaken her young mistress, and they 
Miss Em- 


iat, if it 


paused a moment for parley. 
ma was convinced, tl were no 
worse than this, it would be delightful. 
Flor assured her that she did not know 
the 


path between the tall cypresses veiled 


longer, for their winding 
g g 


way any 


in their swinging tangles of funereal 
moss had confused her, and she could 


y guess at the direction of Longer 


This, then, was an adventure. 
the responsibility all 


urse, COn- 
loth, and 


+} 


hummocks on which they 


lisht. snone lasst 
ght, spongy mass¢ 


I S OF ere 


iootprints filled at once behi 


h clear dark water 


4 


e 
+ the taved ft rke } at} 
last they stayed to take breath, 


ing themselves on the trunk of a fallen 
wisted and twined witl rj 


tree so 
egated vines and flowers, an 


fungi, that it 


171 


was e 
dais-seat. 

side them was the darkness of th 

ress groves. Before them extended 


a smooth floor, a wide level region, car- 
in the most vivid 


the sunshine, an immense 


verdure and 


st moss, underlaid with 


r quakine at er 
yg, quaking at eve _p, an 


thousand diamonds into the 
hing stirred through 
some runnel along 

re upon one side 
Ip recommenced, 


] 1s } - 
go stood and fished, and, 
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still remoter, the melancholy note of a 
bird tolled its refrain, answered by an 
echoing voice from some yet inner depth 
of forest far away. Save for this, the 
silence was as intense as the vastness 
and color of the scene, till it opened 
and resolved itself into one broad insect 
hum. 


The children took a couple of 
steps forward, under their feet the elas- 
tic sod sank and rose with a spurt of 
silver jets; they sprang back to their 
seats, and the shading tree above shook 
down a shining shower in rillets of silver 
rain. They remained for a minute, then, 
resting there. Singularly enough, Long- 
fer Hill, which had prev iously been upon 
their left, now rose far away upon the 
When 


hended its apparition, they lo 


right. at length they compre- 
ked at 
: , ] Id . 

in complete bewilderment. 


Emma be 


one another 


Miss gan to cry; but Flor 
i fresh complicatio ; 


took it as onl; 
this world, that was becoming 
feet a ma: rj i 

“We mus 


said Miss Em 
‘he very oonbill wades. 
did n’t - Well, there ’s no 
you, Floss. I’ve 
myself; tha 


nobody to tha 
’s a comfort.’ 
Miss Emma, it 


“ Lors 


altogeder. 


as torrer.”’ 
* We can’ 
I ’m rig 


down 


poison 


he log, 


like a streak 
wake of a spider which 
1 of scarlet venom. 
the strong sun, piercing 
, 


the marsh, drew up a vapor, that, blue 
and 


; +} . } ; lf } 
in another, made itself aslant 


as any distant haze in one part 


lint-white 
into low, delicious, broken prisms, melt- 
ing ail between. This, more than any- 
thing else, told the extent of the bog 
before them, and, hot as it was now, 


under 
other 


betrayed the deathly chill lurking 
such a coverlet at night. In every 





Down the River. 475 
the cypress jungle; and “Lors, Miss, dar ’s so many berries 
y saw the front or back of we caan’ starve nowes. I ’s "bout to 
ill, and on which side the _ build a fire soon’s it’s dark ; dis yere ’s 
n, steering for which they could a dry spot, ye see now. An’, bress you, 
me, they had not the skill dey "ll be out after us afore mornin’, — 

Thus, what way to go they de whole farm-full.” 
undecided, when, at some- “With the dogs!” cried Miss Em- 
near them, they started ma. “Oh, Floss, that I should live for 
tin a faint terror,delayingon- that! to be hunted in the swamp with 

stant to gaze at it,—aser- dogs!” 

d round the stem above, Flor was silent a moment or two. 
seemed nothing but a The custom personally affected her for 
ite, and that just lifted the first time ; worse than the barbari- 

1 crusted with gems, and __ ty was the indignity. 
cleft tongue of flame “ Dey are n’t trained to hunt for you, 
ig in great Miss Emma,” she said, more gloom- 
rigs They ily than she had ever spoken before. 
look, but, with ‘Dey knows de diff’unce ’tween de 

ugh the black dark “J 
np of moss, And 


called meant nothi 


how you 
roke into a 
a-carin 
howl of joyful sorrow 
‘You ’re the best friend 
answered Miss Emma, 
with renewed warmth. 
worlds better than Agat] 
never let you leave 
what shall we do? 
’ cried lor looked abc 
shad- then scrambled 


of the squirrel. 


ss about was apparently an island in the 


on which they were: for 


Miss. earth, though damp, was firm beneath 
Flor, in a kind of them; and there was a thick growth of 


the worst of it.— various trees about, although most were 


I 
draped to the ground in the long, dark 
> we shall die!” cried the tresses of Spanish moss, waving dis- 
mally to and fro, with a dull, heavy mo- 
lung herself, face down, up- tion of grief. On every other side from 
that by which they had come it ap- 
side her instantly, taking peared to be inaccessible, surrounded, 
her knee. Heron nheart as well as Flor could see, by glimmer- 
e lead; but she plucked ing sheets of water, which probably 
ie other’s sake snapped were too full of snags and broken stumps, 
ortune. still upright, for the navigation of boats 
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quainted 
nant po 


ever, a 


ict } 
ustance pore 
teh 
nes 
rr l 
SMOKe 
again 


such 


and sa 
, 


black judge 
moment’s 
felt prepared for eitl 


long before the rair 
nged, a brief downfall, as if ac 


} 


] 
i 


our 


ud 100d see if there were 


had been ripped and emptied, —a suf- irections from the terrors 
focatine terror of rain, teeming with 


more appalling intimations than any- »egan to struggle through and 
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the ravelled 


She groped along 


conf rays with 


edge S ort 
from 


tree 


tree, looking constantly 
: , 


behind her at the clear, light open- 


ing of sky beneath which Miss Emma 
lay. 
) : — 
e had come farther than 
ill at once, in the dread 
hing but the dripping 
ke, a sound 


her 
an innocent and 


smote 

It was 

nd enough, a man’s voice, 

weet, though measured some- 

d suppressed in volume, chant- 

sad hymn, that had yet a 
rejoicing about it: — 


ing a slow, 
kind of 


iger bond in Egypt, 
id in Egypt, 


he I 


It came from a hollow below her. Flor 
pushed aside the great, glistening leaves 
in silence, and 


looked tremblingly in. 


There were half-burnt brands on a 
, throwing out an uncertain 
; there was an awning of 

s reaching from bough to 
there was an old man stretched 
ind, and a stalwart 


rou man 
him 


this 


for 


and chanting 
is if it were a burial-service: 
1 man was dead. 
+e | arnt 34) + . 
in to tremble again, with that 


animal antipathy to death 


PR * . 4 
tion. but in an instant a 


the embers, hardly 


gleam of 


shot over the singer’s face. 


» instant Flor shook before 


he had learned. Sarp was 
to be sure ; and runaways 
irls, she knew. But Flor, 
encouraged incredulity, 
find it in her heart to be- 
fact of having stolen him- 
so utterly changed the 

of Sarp, the kind butler, who 
ys had a pleasant word for her 
when others had a cuff. Yet should 
she hail him? Ah, never! But 
then Miss Emma! Her young mis- 
tress would die of starvation and the 


np 


no, 


— . : 
whispered Flor, huskily. 


he man started and sprang to his 
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feet, alert and ready, waiting for his un- 
1, think- 
ing it might be nothing but the twitter 
of a bird. 


seen enemy, — then half relapse¢ 


“It ’s me, Sarp.’ 


Who that was did not seem so plain 


darted his swift 
her direction, then at one ste 


her 


to Sarp; he 


a 
the bushes and dragged tl 
as if it were game that he had 
ped. 

“Oh, Sarp!” Flor, falli 
“ Doan’ yer kill me 
di’n’ mean to ha’ found yer. 1 
los’ in de swamp, wid ” —— 

But Flor thought better of that. 

The man raised her, but still held her 
out at arm’s length, while he 
for further sound behind he 

“Oh, jus’ le’ go, Sarp, an’ 
for you till I drap!” 


cried ig at 
now! I 


’s done 


his feet. 


listened 


r. 
I ’ll dance 
she cried. 
“Ts it a time for dancing,” he 
plied, “and the earth 
ing ?” 

“Lors, Sarp!” 


re- 
open for bury- 


‘ried Flor, shrinki 
cried Flor, shrinking 
1 not 


shallow e had 
—and 


from the grave sl 


seen, “how ’s I to know dat?” 

she gave herself safe distance. 
“Help me yere, then,” said he. 
But Flor remained bl 

Sarp was obliged to perform by 


self the last offices for the old 


immova and 
him- 
slave, 
who, living out his term of harassments 
and hungers, had grown gray and died 
last and 


in the He went at 


I rought an 


Swamps. 


armful of broken sweet- 


flowering boughs and spread them over 
the place. 

“Free among the dead,” he said ; then 
turned to Flor, who, having long since 
seen daylight through the darkness of 
her fears, proceeded glibly and volubly 
to pour out her troubles, on his beck- 
and to demand the 


oning her away, 
to render. 


” 


help she had refused 

“There ’s the boat, 
flectively. “And the 
’most anywheres to-night. But 


said Sarp, re- 
float it 

come 
o back ?” 


an ld 
an 1a nh 
und held her 


rain will 


so far and troo so much to g 
Flor flung up her face 

head back proudly. 
“Yes, Sah! Doan’ s’pose I 

stealin’ Mas’r Henry’s niggers ?” 
For, having meditated upon it 


’d be 


an hour 
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ago, she was able to repel the charge 
vigorously. 
“ Go’n’ to stay a slave all your life ?” 
“ All Miss Emma’s life.” 
“ And 
“ Den I'll go back to de good brown 
earth 


afterwards ’’—— 
wid her,” said Flor, solving the 
problem promptly. —“I doan’ see de 
boat.” 

* Ah, she "Il make as brown dust as 
you, - But 


Miss Emma, — that ’s so! 


the spirit, Lome ! ” 
“Sperit?” said Flor, looking unea- 
yver her shoulder with her twink- 
ling eyes. 
“ The 
Lome.” 
“1 haan’ nof’n ter do wid dat; dat 
longs to dem as made 


part of you that doan’ die, 


it; none o’ my 
an’ doan’ 
nt it!” said 
Flor; for, reasoning on the old adage 
of a bird in 


in the bush, 


dono nof’n "bout it, 


hear nof’n al 


lookout ; 
want ter out 
the hand being worth two 


she thought it more im- 


portant just at present to save her body 
than to save her soul, admitting that 
had one, and felt 


more beh« 


she haste to be of 
of than metaphysics. 

There was a moon up now, and Flor 
could see her companion’s dark face 
above her, a mere mass of shade: it 
did not reassure her any to remember 
that her own 

“ Lome,” 


was just 
" 


Sala 


as black. 

Sarp, setting his back 
like one determined to 
“never mind about the 


against a tree 
have attention, 
boat yet. You ’ve heard Aunt Zoé say 
how ’t the oT 

“Yes, I ’s heerd her kerwhoopin’. 
I ’s in a hurry, Sarp!” 

“ But *’t the man that refuses 
to accept it, when it’s set before him, 


ce of the Lord was free ?” 


} , 
S how 


is done reckoned a sinner ?”’ 
“S’pose | in her im- 


patience she began to dance outright. 


”» 


has ?” —and 

“It’s jus’ so with the present hour,” 
he continued, not giving her time to 
“You 
If you refus- 


interpose about escape again. 
have liberty offered you. 
es, how can you answer for it when your 
spirit ’pears afore the Judge? You 
choose him, and you choose righteous- 
ness, you chooses the chance to make 
yourself white in the Lord’s eyes, — 
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your spirit, Lome. Refuse, and you 
take sin and chains and darkness ; you 
gets to deserve the place where they 
hab their share of fire and brimstone.” 

“Take mine wid ’lasses,” said Flor, 
who, though inwardly a trifle cowed, 
never meant to show it. “ W’a’ 
boderin’ ’bout all dat ar, w’en 
dar ’s Miss Emma a-cotchin’ her deff, 
an’ | 
to help us, Sarp”” —— 


’s de 
use 0’ 
’s jus’ starved? Ef you’s go’n’ 

‘You don’ know what chains means, 
chil’,” 


“ They ’re none the lighter because you 


said the imperturbable Sarp. 


can’t see ’em. 


to sell your body and the work of your 


It a’n’t jus’ the power 


hands ; it’s the power to sell your soul! 
Ef Mas’r Henry hab de min’, — ef Mas’r 


Henry have the mind, I say, to make 


go wrong, can you help it while 


you 

you ’s a slave? 
wom 

bad, ef I caan’ help it. 

sullenly, seeing little hope of 

should tink ’t was de Ol 

Sarpint hisself ! 


aan’ no fault o’ mine ter be 


Come now,” 
said Flor 


respite, — “ 


“ And ’t aan’ no virtue of yours to be 
good, ef you caan’ help it; you ’d jus’ 
stay put —jus’ between —in de brown 
You 


beyond the grave, 


earth, as you said. ’d never see 
that beautiful land 
wid the river of light flowing troo der 
place, an’ the people singing songs be- 
fore the great white t’rone.” 

“Tell me "bout dat ar, said 


Flor, forgetfully. 


Sarp,” 


“ Dey ’s all free there, Lome.” 
Could 


“ How was dis dey got dere? 
n’ walk nowes, an’ could n’ fly” 

“ Haan’ you seen into Miss Emma’s 
prayer-book the angels with wings high 
all from head to foot ?” 
“Yes,” said Flor, — “ Angels.” 


“ 


and shining 


And one of them you ’ll be, Lome, 


ef you choose, — ef, for instance, 


you choose liberty to-day.” 


jus’ 
“Lors now, Sarp, I doan’ b’lieb a 
word you say! Get out wid yer co- 
Likely story, little black 
nigger like dis yere am be put into de 
groun’ an’ come out all so great an’ 
w'ite an’ shinin’-like ! ” 


nundrums ! 


“¢ For God shall deliver my soul 
, 4 7 U. ? ‘ “¢ 7? 
from the power of the grave.’ ‘ Shall. 
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That ’s a promise, —a promise in the 
Book. Di’n’t yer eber plant a bean, 
Lome, — little hard black bean? And 
did a little hard black bean come up? 
No, but two wings of leaves, and a 
white blossom jus’ ready to fly itself, 
and so sweet you could smell it acrost 
de field. So they plant your body in 
the earth, Lome 

» long, Sarp! 

ins come up,” 


Ef you plant 
said Flor, de- 


is direct and positive confutation 
lussed Sarp, his theory not 


being able at once to assimilate his fact, 


and he nself feeling, that, if he push- 
ed the comparison farther, he would 
reach some such atrocity as that, if the 
hite and shining flower produced in 
season again the black bean from 


hich it sprung 


, so the white and shin- 

yul must once more clothe itself in 

sordid, unpurified body from 
first had 

vague glimmer that perhaps his simile 

was too material, and that this very 


same 


sprung. 


body was the clay in which the spring- 
ing, germinating soul was planted to 
bloom out in heaven, but dared not 
pursue it fear of the 
quicksands into which it might betray 
him. 


unadvised, for 


He merely tied a knot in the 
thread of his discourse by answer- 
ing, 


7 Tus’ So. 


The bean planted, the 


bean comes up. You planted, and what 


7 
follows : 
‘I come up,” 
Ps 


and quite 


said Flor, consentingly, 
as if he had got the better 
of the discussion. 

Then he 


back to 


rose, and Flor led the way 
Miss Emma, — having first, 
upon Sarp’s serious hesitation, pledged 
herself for Miss Emma’s secrecy and 
atitude 
In spit 
meant nor cared to see it again, there 
was something pleasant to Sarp in the 
face of the sleeper upturned in a moon- 
beam. 


with tears and asseverations. 
e of the fact that he had never 


or 
gr 


He stooped and lifted her ten- 
derly, and laid her head on his shoul- 
der. The young girl opened her eyes 
vacantly, but heard Flor’s voice beside 
her still, — 
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“ Doan’ ye be scaret now, honey! 
Bress you, ’s a true frien’: he ’ll get 
us shet ob dis yere swamp mighty 
sudd’n !” 

And soothed by the dreamy motion, 
entirely fatigued, borne swiftly along 
in strong arms, under the low, waving 
boughs in the dim forest darkness, she 
was drowsed again with slumber, from 
which she woke only on being placed 
in the bottom of a skiff to turn over 
into a deeper dream than before. Flor 
nodded triumphantly to her companion, 
in the beginning, keeping pace beside 
him with short runs, — there could be 
no fear of babble about that of which 
one knew nothing, — and took her seat 
at last in the boat as he directed, while 
with a long pole he pushed out into the 
deeper water away from the shadow of 
the shore, and then went steering be- 
tween the jags and gnarls, that, half 
protruding from dark 
seemed the heads of strange and pre- 
ternatural monsters. Now and then a 
current carried them; now and then 
their boatman sculled, now and then 


the expanses, 


in shallower places poled along ; some- 
times he rested, and in the intervals 
took occasion to continue his mission- 
ary labor upon Flor, — his first object 
being to convince her she had a soul, 
and his second that in bondage ev- 
ery chance to save that soul alive was 
against her. Then he drew slight pic- 
tures of a different way of things, such 
as had | 


solaced his own imagination, 


rude, but happy idyls of freedom: the 
small house, one’s own ; the red light in 
the window, a guiding star for weary 
feet at night coming home to comfort 
and smiles and cheer ; no dark, haunting 
fear of a hand to reach between one and 
those loved dearest; no more brand- 
ing like cattle, manhood and womanhood 
acknowledged, met with help and wel- 
come and kind hands, cringing no more, 
but standing erect, drinking God’s free 
sunshine, and growing nearer heaven. 
How much or how little of all his dream 
poor Sarp realized, if ever he reached 
the land of his desire at all, Heaven on- 
ly knows. But Flor listened to him as 
if he recited some delightful fairy-tale, 
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— charming indeed, but all as improb- 
that 


Then, too, there was 


able as though one were telling her 


black was white. 


another dream of Sarp’s, — the dream 
} | ‘no 


of a whole race loosening itself from 
] e « lingit 


> lod Clor 
iw ciod, r io! 


trunk of a fallen tree tha 


the pool whose dark 
1 


y severed, — now pushed the 


ridged 


boat’s head up into a wall of weeds, that 


bent back and let it through the deep 


cut flooded by the rain, where the wild 
growth shut off everything 
iollow of a luminous sky, with ril 


grasses and long prickl 


on- 
ly leaves brush- 
¥ across their fac es from either 
] 


side, 


7% 
] 


1 dwarf palmet- 
igainst the 


ere al there 
Way singu- 

. 1 
ion, like 


them- 


r 
ett 


out, 


bog 


n compa- 
their veils 


th all the 


s that flitted 


scents across whose lin current 
hey drifted, the broad silence disturb- 


by the 


rering 
lazy wash of a seldom 


made their through 


gloom and vivid light, an 


progress, 
t, en- 
verhanging 

mn a sheet 

ke fed by nat- 


here, paddling over 


ide took them down a 
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swift brook to the river. Sarp stemmed 
this tide, made the opposite bank of t 


and paused. 


brook, and | 


chosen, Lome ?’ 


go back witl 


“ Have you 


he. “Will you 


} = » } 
the corner of her 


fan apron. “ But dar a 
ma, you see.” 


n leave her on the | 
| right when de day 
| rT 


use herse 


without 


SKIl 
were dan 
the moti 


} 


into her 


ground, 
det € d 


flood of that wet the 


neath it. 


t was between two and three 0’ 
in the morning, when, chilled, dr 
and dripping wet, they reached th« 
Lights were moving everywhere 
it: no one had slept there th 
There was a great shout from 
the ] 


forlorn litt 
crept into the ray. 


low as two 


Miss ] 
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met with severe reproaches, afterwards 


with tears 


embraces ; and cordial 
were made 
As for Flor, 


she was warmed after another fashion, 


ana 
drinks and hot flannels 
ready for her in a trice. 
— being sent off for punishment ; and, 
implorations of Miss 
Miss 


order was executed. It 


the 
he interference of 
time she had ever receiv- 
urd of merit in form ; and 
was a slight affair, after all, 
wrong rankled for weeks, 
sad of the gay, dancing imp of 
, henceforth a silent, sullen 
d about and haunted all 

dark ] es of the house. 
Mas’r Henry, being a native of 
Charleston, 


nitur 
Cuiture, al 


was also a gentleman of 
the 
looking at it in 


Za 


fond of fine arts to 


4 1 } 
some extent. Indeed, 


a poetical view, the feudality of slavery, 
even more than the inevitable relation 
was his strong tie to the 

He had a contempt for 

n progress so deeply at the root 


nions that he was only half 


aw »ssible scheme 
to restore 
the Dark Ages, and retain the 


comforts of the present one, would have 
. 
| 
I 


and any im] 
the political condition of what 
we 
found 
of his favorite 
ime, printed on coarse pa- 


n him a hearty advocate. One 


books was a little green- 
covered vol 
and of the sea which it 
00k that 


of those past centuries 


smeiuin 
} 


crossea: a 


a 
g 
ul | 


seemed to 


er, 
: ' 


per 
had 
bring ons period 


pageant, — so vividly, with all 


1 
ng ¢ the 


st of their struggle in 
beam before him, did its opulent vi- 

roduce, in their splendors and 
s, the actual presences of those 


ind women, now more unreal 
e than the dust of their shrouds. 
1 to carry this medizval Iliad 
im, and, taking it out at 


round with | 

propitious places, go jotting his pencil 

ge. He had heard it called 
| 


le puzzle of poetry; 


prehensib 


gave him pleasure, then, to unriddle 


laim it plain as print. He was 

ing himself one day, while 
in her phase of moodiness, 
nd Miss Agatha’s chair ; and, 
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stood 
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4oI 
the passage pleasing him, he read it 
aloud to Miss Agatha, whom, in the 


absence of his son, her husband, he 


was wont to consider his opponent in 
the abstract, however dear and precious 
in the concrete. 


** As, shall I 
) l er 
Burnt t 


orm 


An , because 


k 
I 
I 


he ye wer pols 


Offstr 


Flor stood listening, with eyes that 
shone strangely out of the gloom of her 
face. 

“Well, child,” her master to 
Miss Agatha, “how does that little 
monodrame strike you? Which do you 


said 


find preferable, tell me, Ashantee at 
home or Ashantee abroad ? civilized or 
barbarized ? 
age? 
“what do you think of the condition of 
that ancestor of yours ?’ 

“ Mas’r Henry,” 
“he was free.” 

“Eh? 
ten, too?” 

And Mas’r Henry laughed at 
thought, and pictured to himself his 


the institution or the sav- 


Eh, Blossom,” turning to Flor, 


said Flor, gravely, 


Free? What! are you bit- 
the 


dancer dancing off altogether, like the 


swamp-fire she was. Then his tone 
changed. 
“Flor,” said he, sternly, ‘“‘ who 


h 
Do you 


been talking to you lately? 
know, Agatha? I 
time. I must learn 
it is that in 


tor 


have seen this 


some what one 
among 


times dares breed disaffection.” 


the hands these 
“ No one ’s talked to me, Sah,” said 
Flor, — “ no one onter der place.” 
“ Some one off of it, then.” 
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“Mas’r Henry, I’s been havin’ my answered in her own mind, that he had 
own t’oughts. Mas’r knows I could no authority at all ;—then she was doubly 
lebe Miss Emma nowes. Could n’ tief determined that he should not have it. 
her property nowes. 3ut ef Mas’r She had heard talk of 
Henry ’d on’y jus’ ’ an’ ask li'l’ 
Missy for to make di il’ a presen’ prehension of what it meant; she won 
ob myse’f” —— 
“So that ’s what it mea 
smiled a mom¢ 


} 
i 


hivalry at table 
and ar ne cuests: she |} 1 hol ™ 
and among guests ; she had half a com 


if this were not a case in point, — 
fter all, the color, and 
ched. That 
. +] . te gianni 
rous idea presentet 4 aroused 
“Flor,” said he then, abruptly, race : e would 
. ~ } | } . . } - mer 
have never heard the wh at momen 
ight in the swamp. must I Dic. a harem, 
“Lors, Sah! S iI s have appeared 
beauty. — Mas 
“You may have til -m w mori man, of whom he read al 


ing to quicken you 


done forgot it!’ 


“ Haan’ nof’n’ more 
it 
by 
is force of circum- 
had no 1 


is’r Henry 


] 


ever ; instead of her stealin 
herself, he was the thief who retained 
her against her will. What could be 
the name of the country where t 
had lived ? ' 
ada ilved! {t Was somewnere 


Way from this p 1 » dow! the ri 


1 soon to reali bly received 
1 of con pti i come, invested with honors; 


- +] 


ry’s would tell, if 


» it away to those kind 


er would 


stake. The determination had 
look ; nevertheless, two 
ed it: one was the ho 


of her own strength, that Sarp had a a hil id the wood behind 
ready gone ; the other was a percepti marshes on this side; woods again 
that the best way the other; low hills far away before 
was to make ofl her ; out of them ail, the dark torrent 
question what auth« Y of the river showing the swift way to 
had to demand this secre freedom and the great sea? She drew 
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as if close air op] she a hand down on the eart 
flew over her then, higl reat Teraph, to see if it were possible 
careering in fickle cir- it could stiil be warm and such a wrong 
h sailing down out donetoherits child. Then, all at once, 
to other heavens. Flor 


tterly- 
tCriy,5 


constant fluen r-lizhted dark. full of broke 


toms 


her feel 


( hafing into the bone, 


unutterable vileness an 
that c i 
being something 


of creation. 
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if she were some little mole to hide and _ ening to 
burrow in the ground till danger were’ with the 
, 


over, — but no, she would rather falling o1 


fear and ruin than lose one iota of her revelation, 
newly recognized identity. But there sweeter 


was no other path of safety ; she clutcl of Miss is, leaning out upon the 


ed the ground with botl in her night, she sang a plaint that co 
powerlessness ; in all the heaven an ith her melancholy mood, learned in 


s , : , 
1 there seemed be othing her North 
°F. without a 


So at last Flor rose; since misery that might make it 


not get away, she must 


puni hn t 
Ss snme t 
pun ) I 


Of what 
, ' 

she could 
some time, 


-~when, i 


he boat? 


along these 

lon lis- 

pe died Little of this wobegone song toucl! 
lespair. Flor even enot eh to let her know tl 
As she’ was some one in the world more 


heark- ed than herself. The last word, t 
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a com-_ all been thrown hither and thither,—and 


not now?—waiting at length, as Pluto’s torch flared up, ran 
| chances, hesitating, delay- inkling along the turf, into-the glow; and 


must, — then 1yV not ar VOI » broke, as she danced, into high, 
triumphant singing, 
| 


l up to the very sky, and mac 


- ; ? . 
air echo with sweetness. As she 


1 -_ ~- . ] } 
siender torm sci to tl 


ver have been 
tate of mind 
id suffered. 

1 $17 

ill 


in this < there by the torch, going 


een excluded from her ing and glittering at pleasure, 1 


s’s room during herindis- appear li a shadow dispo 
i had it only 
panionship, 


- low, and out « 
seemed to the beholders 
i ' gladness had gushe 
ying in the lig] 


in away down t 


er a penny; but s Li] 
r, and he tossed it to Plut 


1£¢ } . . 
ind forgot about her. 


Wi pe was cut, 
Miss Emma, ight it went drifting down 
things there were l , l in shoal water, its appr 
One wanted water, and iator had dragged it round inside the 
] } 


towels, and 


hird want- hanne e of rocks, with their foam 
to want. Last on on, to the somewhat more 
running with placid V *,and now it shot away 

Henry smooth, slippery surface of 

1 I ream, that gave back reflections 
ged for her castanets, her of the starbeams like a polished mir- 


her ankle-rings,—they had ror. 





is hastening t 


the bottom of the scow, now breat 


the earth. She 
art of cold horror, Zo 


far off in 


+} 


seen one, | 
1 its terrors ceep 
} : 1 
li Ss 


shores ; 
e rustle of the fore 


s she heard; 


l 


main channel. 
l d nearly as m 
et were wet. if t Ww ister than sl nt in sh 
founder ! was get 
sourd below ; a soft 
ms were i 


broken pi 
with all 


reat stream 


Sudd 


plunge, some one of 


the old scow in its tee 


vhirling along the inmost 
fore her close upon the shore. 
she who was se cleft the river had pri- 
of that rose mevally chosen, was here more brok- 
wings beating onward ;— feverishly she en than above; various edges pro- 
followed. truded maddeningly as Flor skimmed 
Flor perceived now that the old scow by almost within reach. Twice she 
was being borne along with a strong, plucked at them and missed. One flat 
steady motion, unlike its first fitful drift; shelf, over which the thin water slipped 
it brought her heart to her throat,— like a sheet of molten glass, remained 
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r eye; she was no longer 
ith terror, but frantic to 
it was the only chance, 
ting by, she sprang for- 
hand, touched it, fell, 
ith her hands while 

1e water lift 
bled up breathlessly and 
1€ scow swept past, 
furlongs, poised a few mo- 
the fall, 


jestically over, and came up to 


r on the brink of 
| ¢ low in pie es. 
her hands in dismay. 
understood her situation 
now, it 
Noth- 
le save starving to death 


and after th: 


before. was no escape 


seemed, even to return. 
ing was ] 
on tl it, > vul- 
there for a little while 
She saw the light 


falling slowly d« as i 1 fallen mil- 


tures. She it 
in a ki f stupor. 
lions of morning and bringing 


out shadows on the 
she saw the current ever 


hurrying by to 


wet old 1 
join the tumult of the 
Cataract; she he 


the deep, sweet 


music of dream 


in her ¢ 


> waters like a noisy 
With 


wreck coming at 


the shock of her 


the instant when she 


fancied herself so swiftly and securely 

speeding on towards safety and free- 

dom, she felt indifferent to all succeed- 

i : hat if she did die? who 
: 


she? 


an ato1 ? The 


] : 1 131 eatr ++ £ 
solution of er soliloquy iat, before 
the first ray of sunshine reached down 
and smote the dark torrent into glanc- 


ing emerald, she began to feel ravenous- 
ly hungry, and it a great deal of 
She rose to her feet, 
grasping cautiously at the slippery rock, 
and searched abou 


odds, after all. 
her. There was an- 
other ledge close at hand, correspond- 
ing to the one on which she stood; she 
crept forward and transferred herself, 
with an infinitude of tremors, from this 
to that; there was a foothold just be- 
yond; she gained it. 


and all 


Up and down 
along there were other projec- 
tions, just enough for a hand, a foot: 
a wet and terrible pathway; to follow 


it might be death, to neglect it certainly 


1 her off 


, 
487 
it had she danced for all her 


was. Wha 
1 if had not 


days, if it made her sure and 

l foam 

up, the spectral mist crept like 

an icy breath, t kled all 
«fe 


er, ging along from 


Inder her the 


nimble footed ? [ 
] 
‘ 


leape 


like 
g, lke 


shining 
the 


green hil 


boiling pits below 


i 1 
iside sloped 


edge, 


with ten thousand drops of dew, a broad 
blue morning heaven bent and 
overhead, and having raced the river in 


the moment’s light-heartedness of gl 


at her good hap, she sat some rods be- 
low, looking up at the fall and dipping 
her bleeding and blistered feet in and 
out of the cool and ra 


pid-running river. 


What was there now to do? To go 
back,—to go back,—not if she 
torn by lions! 
for her as to reverse a fiat of creation. 
God had said to her, —“ Let there be 
light.” How could she, then, retur 


darkness? 


were 
‘hat was as impossible 


To keep along on lar 
it might be weeks before she reached 
unboats, — she would 


the quarter of the ; 

be seized as a stray, and lodged i 
or whom it might concern. 

with her scow gone to pieces, wha 

So she 

the spurting cascades, 


horns of silver leaping 


er thing was there to do? 
looking up at 
with their into 
the light, and all 
beryl rush of their crystalline waters, 


the clear brown and 


and longing for her scow. If she had 
so much as the bit of bark on which 
the squirrels crossed the river! She 


The 


rainbow at the foot of all the falls, in its 


looked again about her for relief. 


a bri ige 
solid enough for even her little black 
feet, had one side of the stream been 
any surer haven than the other; and 
as she sought out its bases, her eye 
lighted on something curiously like a 
weed swaying up and down. 
ed her way to it, and found it wedg- 
ed where she could loosen 

planks still nailed to a stout crossbar. 


luminous, steady arch, seemed 


‘.- me 
She pick- 


it, — two 
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S 


he floated it, and he 
What if she 
with neither sail nor r 


mo- 
nent. 
"as before, 
but now with neither oar nor pole ? On 
shore, for her there were only ravening 
wolves ; waterfalls were no worse than 
they, and perhaps there were no more 


1 


waterfalls. She ste] 


the fragment, seated and balanced her- 


staves 
yped gingerly upon 


If, paddled with her two hands, and 
it to slip away. In spite of every- 
a kind of exultation bubbled up 


thing, € 
ithin her, — she felt as if she were de- 


fying Destiny itself. 
When, however, 


Flor intrusted her- 


self to the stream, the stream received 
the trust and seemed inclined t 
it; for there she stayed : the plank 
ed up and down, the water washed over 
her, but there were the falls at 
the same distance as when she 
ed, and there they stayed 

too, 


ut hada 


was no n 


in one of a fresh successi 
understanding nothing 
with a strange 


under her, falling 


herself, 


before she had fal 
current. 
Gentle undulations 


emed now to creep 


pomegrar 
nburst of creamy dogw od, or a wild 
fig-tree sending its roots down to drink, 
with a sweet-scented and 
phyte weaving a flowery 


about them, and 


enchantment 
Ltn the wi 

making the wh 

mosphere reel with richness. Bu 

} 


this verdant beauty, the lush luxuriance 


of .grape-vines, of dark myrtle-1 


- , J, , saree 
vn the River. 


[ October, 


of swinging curtains of convolvuli al- 


most brushing her head as she floated 


by, — nothing of this was new to Flor, 


nothing precious ; she could have giv- 


en all the beauty of earth and 
for a crust of 


heaven 


bread just then. She 


thought of the plantation with 


sob, but would not turn her face. 
could not move much, indeed, he 
tion ticklish ; hardy 
he was, she had already become 


Was SO wret 
> 


and famished : 
h 


she contrive 


} 


er arms on the crossbar, 


head upon them; 


her 
perpetually bathed by the soft, w 


dip and rise of the water, the pain of 


hunger left her, and she saw the World 
waft by like a dream. 
Slowly the evenin 
| eht waters din 
on a bloomy purple along w 
ows wandered a1 
timidly uy 
just over hers 


daylight left had 


curved li: 


n-flowers 

ess from 

had reached 

lossom- 

nd had 

ipon he tide beneath it for a 
while, till she found herself gently mov- 
ing back agai and 
slightly to and fro, neither mak 


} 


now sne 


swung 
ing nor 
fond of such sen- 


content to lie thus 


losing headwav. and 


suous delig , half 


x but breathe the delicious 


and do no 


towards her, and resting 
waths, it seemed, 


the 


upon 
her. 
Star, 


stream around 
vhen the oreat blue 

at the zenith seemed to 
1e tented drapery of the 
large and lovely again, 
Flor, gazing up at it with a confused 
sense of passion-flowers in heaven, half 


woke to find herself sliding down stream 





Down the River. 


it last in earnest. Her brain was very 


und giddy ; all her powers of per- 
ception were momentarily heightened ; 
she took notice of her seesawing upon 
1 flow, and understood that 


the ebb and 
washing up and down 


the shores, a 

mere piece of driftwood, life would long 

her ere she attained the river’s 

> were not stranded by the 

ranch of a cedar-tree came 

with that, brought down from 

above the falls ; she half rose, and caught 

at it, and fell back, but she kept hold of 

, and, fatigued with the 

exertion, drowsed away awhile. Wak- 
ing 

fast u 


after a little, her fingers still 


yon it, she drew it over, fixed it 


upright as she could, and spread her 


vat about it of utter 
beat 


the sail as happily as if it had 


at the risk 


The soft sweet wind 


eopatra’s weft of purple silk, 


her on, while she lay back, 
one arm around her jury-mast, and half 


unconscious again. 5] 
reaching the gunl 
! her 


ceivable bliss ! — to win 


h her feet ; with willowy graces 
juent pantomime, to have danced 
along the deck and into favor tripping- 


she should have stre ngth 
left to fall on her knees, it would 
She clung to the crossbar 

ile from blind habit; the 

f her body seemed light and pow- 
She was neither asleep nar 
suffering nothing save oc- 
a wild flutter of hope which 
1d anguish together; but all 
rs began mingling in her mind in 
of delirium while she gave 


them attention, afterwards slid by blank 
The lofty 


} 


‘ 
meaning but beauty. 
es on above loomed 


the 
obelisks, and stood like 


edge 
shafts of 
ebony against a glow of sunrise that 
stirred down deep in the night; dew- 
clouds, it seemed, hung on them, and 
lowered when their veils of 
moss waved here and there; the glis- 
tering laurel-leaves shivered in a net- 
work of light and shade like imprisoned 
spirits troubling to be free ; but where 
the great magnolias stood were massed 


lifted and 
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the white wings of angels fanning forth 
fragrances untold and heavenly, and 
one by one slowly revealing themselves 
in the dawn of another day. It seemed 
as if great and awful spirits must be 
leading this little being into light and 
freedom. 

So the river lapsed along, and the 
sun blazed, and a torture of thirst came 
and went as it had come and gone be- 
fore ; and sometimes swiftly, sometimes 
slowly, the veering winds and the pen- 
dulous tides carried the wreck and its 
burden along. Flor had planned, before 
she started, that all her progress should 
be made | 


by night; by day she would 


haul up among the tall rushes or under 
the lee of some stump or rock, and so 
escape strange sail and spying eyes. 
But there had been no need of 
for no other boat had passed uy 
down the river since she sailed. If 
have 
She stole by a high deserted 

=e 

i 


had, she could no 


feared it. 


there more 


garden, the paling broken half away. 


A tardy almond-tree was stirring its 
tower of bloom in the sunshine up there ; 


oranges were reddening on an over- 


hanging bough, whose wreaths of snowy 


sweetness made the air a passionate 
delight ; a luscious fruit dropped, with 
all its royal gloss, into the river beside 
her, and she could not put out a hand to 
catch it. She saw now all that passed, 
but no longer with any afterthoughts 
of reference to herself; so sights might 
slip across the retina of a dead man’s 
eye; her identity seemed fading from 
her, the 


point of dissolution into the wide uni- 


as from some substance on 


} 
A 
verse. She felt like one who, under an 


zsthetic influence, seems to himself ca- 
reering through mid-air, conscious only 
of motion and vanishing forms. Cul- 
tured uplands and thick woods peopled 
with melodies all stole by, mere pic- 
ture ; the long snake of the river crept 
through green meadowy shores haunted 
by the cluck and clutter of the marsh- 
hen ; from a bluff of the bank broke a 
blaze of fire and a yelping roar, and 
something slapped and skipped along 
the water, —a ball from a Rebel battery 
to bring the strange craft to, — others 
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h 


the hissing tide that rocked under her 
and down, tilting and 


Fallowed and danced lite demonc +} 
followed and danced] ke demons throug 


and plunged uj 
4 


) 
turning and half drowning the wreck. 
Flor looked at th 


at the battery and at the bluff, and went 


em all with wide eyes, 


any more sensation than that 
at the time, she 


, 
ith 


by without 


dazed quiet in which, 


would have gone down to de: with 


the soft waters laying their warm weight 
Fortu 


lank gave 


on her head, not even than ne 
that In giving hera 


to eli 


} s 1 1 . 
her something ner canister 


pain 

awhile, and | 
She " 
tirred her. 


somet 
—" : 11 rate 
ohe listened and h irtie plump- 


ing down into the st 10W ar 
1 i plashi 
out among the 
le; far away 
bathed in 
bout her, the 

> Saw a pair 

1e gray 

swell of the water ; there were some great 
mon- 


sters, looming near at hand: — all the 


yurple phantoms, darkly imagined 


ly 


phantasmagoria drifted by, - 
caught in the « 

by noon or nig 

of s ind bars and i 

ing out to sea like cl 


wn, 


'T? - 4 3 
The sun was goi a mere 


u llir neecy haze ; the 
weltering seas rose and fell in 
sheets of burnished silv 
of their music follo 
salt 


blew 


redness in the « 
broad 
er, the 
ee ; 
wed them, a 


them and 


mono- 
tone 


cool wind over 


Di ww the 


4° 
fe 


[ October, 


R2v 
freshened them for storm. Flor rose on 
her arm and looked back, —the breeze 

1 her; pain and fear and hope 

* 


rouset 
rose with her and looked back too. E 
recollecting and 


feverish, fierce, 


desiring and imprecating, her dry lips 
parted for a shriek that the dryer tl 
had at first no power to utter. 
ild longing pangs it seemed her | 


The low 


boats, all were 1 


ger, 


roat 
In suc h 
W 
would burst as it beat. 
the great gun 
is washing out 


and she w 


weed. — Well, then, wash ! 


the boat rose lightly, 
ly arms 
ut gl 


night 


sture 


riding over the rollers; the 
kept flashing stroke; the gre ilfs 
‘a life, no matter whose ; 
larken down on them soon ; — 
na will! 
They heard her voice as they dre 
near: she had found it again, singing, 
loud 


W 


as the swan sings his death-song, 
and clear, — singing to herself some song 


of her old happy dancing-days, while 
the spray powdered over her and one 
broad wave lifted and tossed her on to 
in the 


next,—no note of sorrow 


regret. 


the 

and no 

vas but brief d 
lled back, the wind pij 

nearer to that pur; 

plume ] 

l over; all 


elay beside her ; 


ot sm¢ 


the white faces 
crowding her, pallid blots; one 
dark face 4 


friendship and succor everywhere about 


smiling on her like Sarp’s; 


—— |. Bens oa 
her; and over her, blowing ot 
ly the 
whose starry shadow nowhere s 


upon stormy wind, 


a slave. 
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ABRAHAM LINCOLN. 


SuMMER, 1865. 


ll of the drums, 
tant thunders die, 
far-off sky ; 


summer comes, 


Like the smile of Him on high. 


onset. 


swoon; 


moon ! 


ms love us; 


nd clod, 


bravest of us,)— 


rhter green of the sod, 
calm above us 


e blesséd Blue of God. 


ravage were vain; 
that never yields, 
sun ‘and rain 


sweet work again 


There was tumbling of traitor fort, 
Flaming of traitor fleet, — 
Lighting of city and port, 


Clasping in square and street. 


There was thunder of 
Cheering by mast and tent, 
When —his dread work all done, 
And his high fame full won — 
Died the Good President. 


In his quiet chair he sate, 
Pure of malice or guile, 
Stainless of fear or hate, — 
And there played a pleasant smile 
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On the rough and careworn face ; 
For his heart was all the while 
On means of mercy and grace. 


The brave old Flag drooped o’er him, 
(A fold in the hard hand | 
He 

But the scene was a shadow bef 
For his tl hts were far away. 


oug 


’T was but the morn, (yon 


Death-shade, gloomy and vast, 


Lifting slowly at last,) 
His h yusehold heard him say, 
since I’ve been so cheerful, 


1° 


ht of heart as to-day.” 


stood by 
yn struck home 
and, wit 


soul 


All slowly heaven is nighing, 
Needs that offence must come; 

Ever the Old Wrong dying 

Will sting, in the death-coil lying, 


hiss till its fork be dumb. 


leny no further, 


hearted, brazen-cheeked ! 
on whose lips yon murther 


These fifty moons hath reeked, — 


From the wretched scenic dunce, 

Long a-hungered to rouse 
A Nation’s heart for the nonce, — 
(Hugging his hell, so that once 

He might yet bring down the house !)— 
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From the commons, gross and simple, 
Of a blind and bloody land, 


(Long fed on venomous lies !)— 


To the horrid heart and hand 
That sumless murder dyes, — 
The hand that drew the wimple 


Over those cruel eyes. 


Pass on, — your deeds are done, 
Forever sets your sun ; 
Vai ly ye lived or died, 
Freedom and the 
memory and y: 


+ 


nt o’er the tr 


crew 
le rotting, —_ 


he blue. 


] 


how spacious ! 
7 

or iOW3 

but gracious ; 


f 


Or woe, 


Patient when saddest, calm when sternest, 


Grieved when rigid for justice’ sake ; 
Given to jest, yet ever in earnest, 

If aught of right or truth were at stake. 
Simple of heart, yet shrewd therewith ; 

Slow to resolve, but firm to hold; 
Still with parable and with myth 

Seasoning truth, like Then 

} 


Aptest humor and quaintest pitl 


(Still we smile o’er the tales he told.) 
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And if, sometimes, in sadd 
That mind, over-meshed by fate, 
ged round with treason and hate, 
uiding the State by guess,) 


} 


doubt and could hesit 


] 


las! had done less 


world’s most deadly 


est ever on her li 
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Out of an o’erflowed fulness 

Those deep hearts seemed too light, — 
(And so ’t was, murder’s dulness 

Was set with sullener spite.) 


Yet whoso might pierce the guise 
Of mirth in the man we mourn 

Would mark, and with grieved surprise, 
All the great soul had borne, 

In the piteous lines, and the kind, sad eyes 
So dreadfully wearied and worn. 

And we trusted (the last dread page 
Once turned of our Doomsday Scroll) 
To have seen him, sunny of soul, 

In a cheery, grand old age. 

’t is well with thee! 
And since ever, when God draws nigh, 

Some grief for the good must be, 

’T was well, even so to die, — 
the thunder of Treason’s fall, 
j ing of haughty town, 

The crashing of cruel wall, 

The trembling of tyrant crown! 


The ringing of hearth and pavement 
To the clash of falling chain 
The centuries of enslavement 


Dead, with their blood-bought gains! 


Well hadst thou seen the way, 
Leaving the State so strong 


It did not reel for a day; 


And through trouble weary and long 


And even in death couldst give 
A token for Freedom’s strife, — 
roof how republics live, 


a single life, 


Right Divine of man, 
the many, trained to be free, — 
none, since the world began, 
Ever was mourned like thee. 


Dost thou feel it, O noble Heart! 
(So grieved and so wronged below.) 

From the rest wherein thou art? 

Do they see it, those patient eyes? 


Is there heed in the happy skies 


F 


or tokens of world-wide woe? 
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The Land’s great lamentations, 
The mighty mourning of cannon, 
The myriad flags half-mast, — 
remorse of the nations, 
Grief from Volga to Shannon! 


yw thee at last.) 


-anaveral’s surfy shoal, — 
he rough Atlantic roar 
long Pacific roll, — 


cavement 


, ' : ail 
he State’s Eclipse 


. : | y 
ars in hard eyes g 


f all to think on, 
id swart lips tl 


Abraham Lit 


our heavy souls 
be glad; for 
ny music swells and 


t 


} } rte _ nN 
1e hearts of men. 


1 —_— P 
the Natior 
cuarde 


yme 


in the pleasant month of May, 
With war-worn colors 


ind drums, 


Still, through the livelong summer’s « 


Regiment, regiment comes. 


Std 


[October, 
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Like the tide, yesty and barmy, 
That sets on a wild lee-shore, 

Surge the ranks of an army 
Never reviewed before! 


Who shall look on the like agen, 
Or see such host: of the brave ? 
A might; 


Rolls the Capital through, — 
Rank on rank, and wave on wave, 


River of marching men 


Of bayonet-crested blue! 


How the chargers neigh and champ, 
sir riders weary of camp,) 
‘ith curvet and with caracole !— 
cavalry comes with thundrous tramp, 


And the cannons heavily roll. 


And ever, flowery and gay, 

The Staff sweeps on in a spray 
Of tossing forelocks and manes; 

But each bridle-arm has a weed 

Of funeral, black as the steed 
That fiery Sheridan reins. 


Grandest of mortal sights 
The sun-browned ranks to view, — 
The Colors ragg’d in a hundred fights, 


! 


And the dusty Frocks of Blue! 


And all day, mile on mile, 
] 
I 


With cheer, and waving, and smile, 
The war-worn legions defile 
Where the nation’s noblest stand; 
And the Great Lieutenant looks on, 
With the Flower of a rescued Land, — 
For the terrible work is done, 
And the Good Fight is won 
For God and for Fatherland. 


So, from the fields they win, 

Our men are marching home, 

A million are marching home! 
To the cannon’s thundering din, 

And banners on mast and dome, — 
And the ships come sailing in 

With all their ensigns dight, 

As erst for a great sea-fight. 


Let every color fly, 
Every pennon flaunt in pride; 
Wave, Starry Flag, on high! 
VOL. XVI.— NO. 96. 32 
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Float in the sunny sky, 
Stream o’er the stormy tide! 

For every stripe of stainless hue, 

And every star in the field of blue, 

Ten thousand of the brave and true 
Have laid them down and died. 


And in all our pride to-day 

We think, with a tender pain, 
Of those so far away, 

They will not come home again. 


And our boys had fondly thought, 
To-day, in marching by, 

From the ground so dearly bought, 

And the fields so bravely fought, 
To have met their Father’s e} 


But they may not see him in p 
Nor their ranks be seen of hit 
We look for the well-known fac 
And the splendor is strangely; 
Perished ?— who was it said 
Our Leader had passed away? 
Dead? Our President dead ?— 


He has not died for a day! 


We mourn for a little breath, 
Such as, late or soon, dust yields ; 
But the Dark Flower of Death 
Blooms in the fadeless fields. 
We looked on a cold, still brow: 


But Lincoln could yet survive ; 


y 
He never was more alive, 


Never nearer than now. 


For the pleasant season found him, 
Guarded by faithful hands, 
In the fairest of Summer Lands: 
With his own brave Staff around him, 
There our President stands. 
There they are all at his side, 
“he noble hearts and true, 
That did all men might do, — 
Then slept, with their swords, and died. 


Of little the storm has reft us 
But the brave and kindly clay 
(’T is but dust where Lander left us, 
And but turf where Lyon lay). 
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There ’s Winthrop, true to the end, 
And Ellsworth of long ago, 
(First fair young head laid low!) 
There ’s Baker, the brave old friend, 
And Douglas, the friendly foe: 


(Baker, that still stood up 
When ’t was death on either hand: 


Tis a soldier’s part to stoop, 


But the Senator must stand.”) 


The heroes gather and form: — 
There ’s Cameron, with his scars, 
Sedgwick, of siege and storm, 
And Mitchell, that joined his stars. 


Winthrop, of sword and pen, 
Wadsworth, with silver hair, 
Mansfield, ruler of men, 
And brave McPherson are there. 
Birney, who led so Jong, 
Abbott, born to command, 
Elliott the bold, and Strong, 
Who fell on the hard-fought strand. 


Lytle, soldier and bard, 

And the Ellets, sire and son, 
Ransom, all grandly scarred, 
And Redfield, no more on guard, 


(But Alatoona is won!) 
Reno, of pure desert, 

Kearney, with heart of flame, 
And Russell, that hid his hurt 


Till the final death-bolt came. 


Terrill, dead where he fought, 
Wallace, that would not yield, 
And Sumner, who vainly sought 


A grave on the foughten field 


(But died ere the end he saw, 
With years and battles outworn). 
There ’s Harmon of Kenesaw, 
And Ulric Dahlgren, and Shaw, 
That slept with his Hope Forlorn. 


Bayard, that knew not fear, 
(True as the knight of yore,) 

And Putnam, and Paul Revere, 
Worthy the names they bore. 
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Allen, who died for others, 
sryan, of gentle fame, 

And the brave New-England brothers 
That have left us Lowell’s name. 


Home, at last, from the wars, — 
Stedman, the staunch and mild, 
And Janeway, our hero-child, 

Home, with his fifteen scars! 


There ’s Porter, ever in front, 
True son of a sea-king sire, 
And Christian Foote, and Dupont 
(Dupont, who led his ships 
Rounding the first Ellipse 


Of thunder and of fire). 


There ’s Ward, with his brave death-wounds, 
And Cummings, of spotless name, 

And Smith, who hurtled his rounds 
When deck and hatch were aflame; 


Wainwright, steadfast and true, 
Rodgers, of brave sea-blood, 
And Craven, with ship and crew 
Sunk in the salt sea flood. 


And, a little later to part, 
Our Captain, noble and dear — 
(Did they deem thee, then, austere? 
Drayton !—O pure and kindly heart! 
Thine is the seaman’s tear.) 


All such,—and many another, 
(Ah, list how long to name!) 
That stood like brother by brother, 
And died on the field of fame. 


And around —(for there can cease 


This earthly trouble)—they throng, 
The friends that had passed in peace, 
The foes that have seen their wrong. 


(But, a little from the rest, 
With sad eyes looking down, 
And brows of softened frown, 
With stern arms on the chest, 
Are two, standing abreast, — 
Stonewall and Old John Brown.) 


But the stainless and the true, 
These by their President stand, 
To look on his last review, 
Or march with the old command. 
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And lo, from a thousand fields, 
From all the old battle-haunts, 
A greater Army than Sherman wi 

A grander Review than Grant’s! 


Gathered home from the grave, 
Risen from sun and rain, — 
Rescued from wind and wave, 
Out of the stormy main, — 
The Legions of our Brave 
Are all in their lines again! 


Many a stout Corps that went, 
Full-ranked, from camp and tent, 
And brought back a brigade ; 

Many a brave regiment, 
That mustered only a squad. 


The lost battalions, 
That, when the fight went wrong, 
Stood and died at their guns, — 
The stormers steady and strong, 


With their best blood that bought 

Scarp, and ravelin, and wail, — 
The companies that fought 

Till a corporal’s guard was all. 
Many a valiant crew, 

That passed in battle and wreck, — 
Ah, so faithful and true! 

They died on the bloody deck, 
They sank in the soundless blue. 


All the loyal and bold 
That lay on a soldier’s bier, — 
The stretchers borne to the rear, 
The hammocks lowered to the hold. 


The shattered wreck we hurried, 

In death-fight, from deck and port, — 
The Blacks that Wagner buried, 

That died in the Bloody Fort! 


Comrades of camp and mess, 

Left, as they lay, to die, 
In the battle’s sorest stress, 

When the storm of fight swept by: 
They lay in the Wilderness, — 

Ah, where did they not lie? 


In the tangled swamp they lay, 
They lay so still on the sward!— 
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They rolled in the sick-bay, 
Moaning their lives away ;— 
They flushed in the fevered ward. 


They rotted in Libby yonder, 
They starved in the foul stockade, — 
Hearing afar the thunder 


Of the Union cannonade! 


But the old wounds all are healed, 
And the dungeoned limbs are free, — 
The Blue Frocks rise from the field, 


The Blue Jackets out of the sea. 


They ’ve ’scaped from the torture-den, 
They ’ve broken the lloody sod, 
They ’re all come to life as 
The Third of a Million men 
That died for Thee and for God! 


A tenderer green than May 
The Eternal Season wears, — 
The blue of our summer’s day 
Is dim and pallid to theirs, — 
The Horror faded away, 


And ’t was heaven all unawares! 


Tents on the Infinite Shore! 
Flags in the azuline sky, 


Sails on the seas once more! 


To-day, in the heaven on high, 


All under arms once more 
The troops are all in 
The guidons flutter 
But every bayonet shi 
For all must march to-day. 


What lofty pennons flaunt? 
What mighty echoes haunt, 
As of great guns, o’er the main? 
Hark to the sound again! 
The Congress is all-ataunt! 
The Cumberland ’s manned again! 
he ships and their men 
Are in line of battle to-day, 
All at quarters, as when 
Their last roll thundered away, — 
All at their guns, as then 
For the Fleet salutes to-day. 
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The armies have broken camp 
On the vast and sunny plain, 
The drums are rolling again ; 

With steady, measured tramp, 
They ’re marching all again. 

With alignment firm and solemn, 
Once again they form 

In mighty square and column, — 


But never for charge and storm. 


The Old Flag they died under 
Floats above them on the shore, 
And on the great ships yonder 
The ensigns dip once more, — 
And once again the thunder 
Of the thirty guns and four! 


r 
> 


In solid platoons of steel, 


Under heaven’s triumphal arch, 
The long lines break and wheel; 
And the word is, “ Forward, march!” 


The colors ripple o’erhead, 

The drums roll up to the sky, 
And with martial time and tread 
The regiments all pass by, — 
The ranks of our faithful Dead, 
Meeting their President’s eye. 


With a soldier’s quiet pride 
They smile o’er the perished pain, 
For their anguish was not vain, — 


For thee, O Father, we died 
And we did not die in vain. 


March on, your last brave mile! 
Salute him, Star and Lace, 

Form round him, rank and file, 
And look on the kind, rough face; 

But the quaint and homely smile 
Has a glory and a grace 

It never had known erewhile, — 
Never, in time and space. 


Close round him, hearts of pride! 
Press near him, side by side, — 
Our Father is not alone! 
For the Holy Right ye died, 
And Christ, the Crucified, 
Waits to welcome his own. 
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make this distir 
which 
One 


gives u 
can fancy 
SIp, however, on OT 
philosophic leaves. 
vate history in th 
beloved science o 
ittle. He doe 5, 
with ** Dear Mother, 


} + , 
the seventeen - year 


letter 
‘oncord ?” 
which recalls Mendel 
to his mother, 0] 
music. But even 


these occur rarely 


chiefly made up of pr 
of the highest and ofter 
quality 
Thoreau had, in litera as in life, a 
code of his own, wh f sometimes lax 


where others were nt, was always 


stringent in higher m , where others 
Even the friendship of Emerson 
could not coerce him into that careful elabo- 


ration which gives dignity 


were Ke 


\ and sometimes a 
certain artistic monotony to the works of our 


[October, 
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great essayist. Emerson never wilfully leaves 
a point unguarded, never allows himself to 
be caught in undress. Thoreau spurns 
punctiliousness, and thus impairs his averag« 


yn; while for the same reason h 


favored moments, a diction 
more lyric strain than 


rose. 


yws himself, at least in j 


teacher ever ; 
He also secures, through this daring, the « 


casional expression of more delicate a 
And there 


in these letters whe 


; more fantastic thoughts. 


x passage 
rather unexpectedly recognizes the « 

rt, and states very fin 
range of | 
, 


** To look at literature, 

ights has every man : 
thoughts are expressed! Yet 
a fantasy so subtile and ethe- 


it merely, with more reso- 
il persistency, after a thou- 

ht fix and engrave it in 
ring words, and we should 
ums are the solidest 
The Italics are his own, 


literary method is 


lso, in these letters, how innate 
hat grand simplicity of spiritual 
pared with which most confes- 
th seem to show something hack- 

md-hand, It seems the first 
ain we must link 

of that great 
thought of which Epictetus the 
Marcus Antoninus the 


sovereign were the last previous examples. 


resumptt 


his name with 


unless here ag 
Emerson’s 
strain of 


slave and Aurelius 


Amid the general A/iserere, here is one hymn 
of lofty cheer. There is neither weak con- 
ceit nor weak contrition, but gratitude for 


existence, and a sublime aim, ‘* My actual 


which I 


myself ; 


life,” he says, “‘ is a fact in view of 


have no occasion to 


congratu 


but for my faith and aspiration I have re- 
Ev- 


ery man’s position is, in fact, too simple to 


spect. It is from these that I speak. 


be described. . . . . I am simply what I 
am, or I begin to be that..... I 
that I am. 


know 
I know that another is who knows 
more than I, who takes interest in me, whose 
creature, and yet kindred, in 


whose one 


sense, am I. I know that the enterprise is 
I know that things work well. I 
have heard no bad news.” (p. 45.) 


** Happy the man,” he elsewhere nobly 


worthy. 
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says, *“*who observes the heavenly and the 

terrestrial law in just proportion; whose 
J i 

every faculty, from the soles of his feet to 

the crown of his head, obeys the law of its 


level ; who neither stoops nor goes on tip- 

lives a balanced life, acceptable to 
re and to God.” And then he manful- 
things I say ; other things 


not mot y; for his 


nse, 


r one moment 


ns of his life no doubt im- 
it also, in certain directions. 
ht sometimes exhibit the rec- 
s lion, attempting to live on 
Here is a man of vast di- 
whe izi he flavor of 
insists on 
food. 


nutriment he extracts 


It is 


} r all, an am- 
are have done be Is there 

us and 
bhorred, as 


1 
h he 


»t from the cau 
I hore Ll ¢ 
swamps whic justly 


ld he not have rs 


spent two hou 
than at tl 


Boston elsewhere 
of the railw 

rpe tual feel- 

1 he has to be 

pel condolence. 

result is a constant 

n the reader’s enjoyment, and it 

le to leave it out of sight. Yet 

ms like cavilling, when one 

series of sentences like 

. - Aim above 

good ; be g 

indeed, have 

it enjoy the 

ween you and 

Re spect 


men 


as brothers only. 
1 travel to the Celestial ¢ 
of introduction. Wh¢ 


e God, 


ity, carry 
n you knock, 
-none of the servants. In 
ncerns you much, do not think that 
e companions ; know that you are 
(p. 46.) 

iggests those wonderful strokes in 


ugg 
denture ” in ‘* Wilhelm Meister,” 


1 the world.” 


he cannot surpass it. 
lefence of |} hahitual li - 
cdeience of his habitual solitude 
occurs in these letters also, and has some 


statements whose felicitousness can hardly 


be surpassed. ** As for 


any dispute about 
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solitude and society, any comparison is im- 
pertinent. .... It is not that we love 
to be alone, but that we love to soar; and 
when we do soar, the company grows thin- 


till there is none at all. It 
} 


ner and thinner, 
is either the tribune on the plain, a sermon 
on the mount, or a very private ecstasy still 
higher up. We are not the less to aim at 
the summits, though the multitude does not 
ascend them. Use all the society that will 
abet you.” (p. 139.) 

And since the unsocial character of Tho- 
reau’s theory of life has been one of the most 
serious charges against it, his fine series of 
thoughts on love and marriage in this vol- 
ume become peculiarly interesting. ‘‘ Love 


must be as much a light asa flame.” ‘*‘ Love 


is a severe critic. 
than love.” “A 
is more truly feminine than a merely sen- 
timental 


Hate can pardon more 


man of fine perceptions 


woman.” ‘‘It is not enough that 
we are truthful ; we must cherish and carry 
+} ”? 
about. 


These are sentences on which one might 


out high purposes to be truthful 


spin commentaries and scholia to the end 
of life; and there are many others as ad- 
mirable. 

few and 
choice, with a rare flavor of the seventeenth 


His few verses close the volume, - 


century them. The best poem of all, 
** My life is like a stroll upon the beach,” 
is not improved by its new and inadequate 
title, **‘ The Fisher’s Boy.” 


end, 


The three po- 


ems near the ** Smoke,” ** Mist,”’ and 
” 
** Haze, 


guag 


are marvellous triumphs of lan- 
; the thoughts and fancies are as sub- 
tile as the themes, and yet are embodied as 
delicately and accurately as if uttered in 


ind in North America. A 
yrical Narratives. By FRAN- 
PARKMAN, ** Hist 


ry of 
** Prairie 
Part 
New 


Little, Brown, & Co. 


Pioneers of France in the 


World. Boston: 

Ir has been known for nearly a score of 
years within our literary circles, that one of 
the richest and least wrought themes of our 
American history had been appropriated by 
the zeal and research of a student eminently 
qualified by nature, culture, and personal ex- 
perience to develop its wealth of interest. 
While very many among us may have been 
aware that Mr. Parkman had devoted him- 





506 


s¢ 
Sor 


of 


physical embarrassments a 


has been 


Tres 
wit 
en 


by 


tie 


me 


1s 


If to the task of whicl 


we have before us 
ne of the results, only a narrower circle 
friends have known what severe 
1es he 


those 


realized, 


restrained 
ults. 


hin his 1 differ ra > the experi- 


e which us endured 
hi > y } 


his hero, yu 1d dauntless 
pioneer, mid- 

7 

l lanning one 

therward, at 


of his en- 


ons < 


hievements z 

bing interest. 

n most slightly, does 
ff } 


e atiairs, with court 


omatic complications. 


n into regions and 
D 


scenes in which t 


so much raw material, and so mu 
rinality of human conditions and qual 


10 precedents are of avail, and 
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lities, 


it is even 


{ October, 
doubtful whether there are principles that 
have authority to guide or that may be safe- 
ly recogni ad. Nc 
his 


wr could he have treated 


grand theme with that amazing facility 

as his work manifests them, 
} 
I 


lls readers that the theme be- 


: to it, had not his native 
ng, and his actual experience 
a most intelligent sympa- 
matter. Without be- 

> of the 
led the best 
has been a 


Familiar by 


term, spirit which fi 


He 


d an explorer. 


old set word. 

wide t1 
with t throu 

the plo- 

has also ac- 

journeys and canoe- 

les with scenes 

wilder- 

the Rocky 

the savages, 


lers of civ- 


1e northern ice 
] native 

lorest 
cat- 
of Na- 


ns tar 


the 


h of cu Iture. 
in the 

ved after 

the restraints 


ys take with 


revoltin 


g in his pages, 


Mr. Parkman knows 
j hey are. 
by natural adaptation and sympathy 
lf into communication with them 
ze their c mposition und 


»f being, he has presented 


and estimate of them as 


ngly valuable while they are 
} be known to future gener- 
by the record, 


ations only 
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Mr. Parkman’s keen obser- 

1 discernment, as a traverser of 
and a student of aboriginal lif 
that his pages are made to 

h vivid and vigorous deline- 


11 
SKIL 


in descrij tion, 
in the minut- 


He 


delicately or 


scale or 


nture or of scenery. 


features of 
He can strip 
| } y 


IS aS we were 


lian win- 


on were then almost 


sty, that any one who 
ry from 
by the 
he would | > paucity 
Our author has spared no 
n the ¢ 
titans 
pampnie 


lid volumes, in procuring 


copies of unpublished documents, and in con- 
known sources of information. 
] 


ates with skill, and knows when 


elf and to encourage his readers 
n them. 


It has been with all these means for faith- 


ful and profitable work in his possession, 


and Literary Notices. 


597 


gathered around him in aggravating remind- 
ers of their unwrought wealth, and with a 
spirit of craving ardor to digest and repro- 
duce them, that Mr. Parkman has been com- 
pelled to suffer the discipline of a form of 
invalidism which disables without destroying 
or even impairing the power and will for 
Brief in- 


tervals of relief and a recent period of 


con- 
tinuous intellectual employment. 
promise 
and hopefulness of full restoration have been 
heroically devoted to the 
instalment of his whole plan whic 
in the volume before us. 
That plan, as his first 
title indicates, covers a narratio1 
tiatory schemes and measures for 
id settlement of the New 
nd England. As Fran 
precedence in that enterprise, thi 
y devoted to its rehea 
French story is also far more 
brillias 
There is more of the wild, 
and 
man briefly, 


ume 


more ant and sombre, too, 
tails. 

mantic, tragic in it Mr. Pa 
contrasts the s 
é the fort 
befell the representatives of the two Eu 


the one of which has wrou 


strikingly, 
it ] limated and nes which 
1ations, 
mance, the other of which has moul 
ig development, of North America. 
the specific title of this volume, 
France in the New 
historical 


ing and even hero 


** Pioneers of 

thé author gives us 
enter- 
ties at extreme points of 
sent territory: first, the story of the 
bortive attempt made by the Hugue- 
fi and 


settlement in Florida; 


ventures, undertakings, and 
hamplain, his predecessors 


and The 


near Cal 
ngly dedicated to three near 


$s touc! 
the author, — young men who 
and beauty of their youth, the 
of parents the 


who yielded 
gave themselves to the de- 

country from the ruin plot- 
ted for it by a slave despotism. 


Mr. P 
in his brief 


kman mentions— allowing to it 


+} 


reference all the weight which 


it probably deserves—a vague tradition, 
which, had it been sustained by fact, would 
have introduced an entirely new element in- 
to the conditions involved in the rival claims 
to the right 
America, as practically contested by Europe- 


of colonizing and possessing 


o 
b 


an nations. The Pope’s Bull which deeded 


the whole continent to Spain, as if it were 





508 


a farm, reinforced the cl 
to her throug! 


} 


tionally yielded 
anything, howe 


For 
} 1 


knowledge of which Colum! 


cove 
came before 


successors 


his death, or even his immediate 
before their death, all the | of America 
h he saw or knew might have been in- 


whi 
sulated spaces, like those in whi 


sh autl 


in 


were, 
to bring 
The 
the 


. al 1 9 
; and the DacK- 


after all, 
them into the onflict. 
Huguenot at the 

4 


lust for gold 


South shared with 


Spaniard the 
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and Protestant zeal in 
the 


Roman 


Canada divided their 


ers alike of 
interest between 
souls of tl lians and the furs and 
of wild anin 

The heroic the chivalric elements in 
the Spl 
turers 


SKINS 


adven- 


urm even to the narrati 
whic 


heir fearful suffering 
their lt l 


Physical 


nO! 


in the New Wo 
de Leon, of Garay, Ayllon, De Narvaez, 
and De Sot | 


{ T 1 
Mr. arkhma concisely re- 


They wholly n¢ clected 
so were in constant peril of star- 
They were lawless and d l 


owsn 


isorderly 
p, and were always 
onspirators among themselves. 
yout the year 1550, and em- 
arter of a century following, 
there la a 
series of acts of mingled heroism and bz 


> . ‘al 
barity not easily paralleled 


the world’s history. 


ired on the coast of Floric 


trans] 


in any chapter of 
Menendez, under his 
] l 


commission as A tado, having effected 


> 





86s.] 
1865. | 
he first European settlement in North Amer- 
and the French hay- 
° .} 
not long have been 
We here a 
While the French com- 


shipwrecked in an enter- 


have 


Ribaut, is 
against St. Augustine, Menen- 
after a most harassing tramp 
t and 


swamp, successfully as- 


iroline. Though he has pledged 
are those who surrendered to 
foully breaks his pledge, as 
to be kept with heretics. A 
which shocked even his In- 
An in- 

ch he slaugh- 
announced that vengeance 


2m, *‘not as Frenchmen, 


ig him- 
le by 
iny ior 

his way 

pose, in 

s He 

had alien- 

ued with 

nd a fierce 

panish works, and 

s fiendish and now cowering 
ing them, ‘‘not as Span- 


rs, robbers, and murder- 


tne Wor 
ywards the North, Mr. 
comprehensive review of 
history covered by tradi- 
records, with vague re- 
1ans, Basques, 
ions to New- 
These were 
exploring enterprises and 


nts, between 1506 and 1518. 
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Verrazzano, with four ships, coasted a 
our shores, and was for fifteen days the gu 
of some friendly Indians at Newport, the 
centre of our 


life. aques ( 


modern fashionable summer- 


artier made two voy: 


1534-5, gave the name of St. Lawrence to 
ited the sites of Quebec and 


the river, and vis 
Montreal. A third voyage was planned for 
1541, to be followed by a reinforcement by 
3 F, de la R que, Sieur de 


7 Roberval. Its 
arrival being delayed, the famished settlers, 
wasted by the scurvy, and dreading another 
horrid winter 


home. Roberval renewed 


then there is 


in 1598, left 
‘rs in his crew, on 


porary sojourn whil 
ast on. Being blown back 


France in his vessel, these f 
left for five years on that di 
nd only twelve survivors then rem 
; 


> rescued. Some wil 


agated from predecessors 


wanderers On a previous voyage, Oo 


had swum ashore from a wreck, 


1 supply. 

at the mouth 
nay, thenceforws rendez 
san and Indian 
reliminary anticipations 


of New France. Char 


on the part of the French court, 


} 


and withdrawing monopolies, confl 


ting 
missions and patents, with confused 
t sm and 
1 ff 
lll effective ogtT 
d disappointment 


Darl 
ra 


heroic, and marvellous man, whom o 
thor appreciates, yet with sagacious discrim- 
splendid 

At the 


ymes the 


ination presents to the life, is a 


subject for his admirable rehearsal. 


age of thirty-three he bec most 
conspicuous, and, on the whole, the most 


intelligent, agent of the French interest in 


these parts of the world. 


| Dying at Quebec 
at the age of sixty-eight, and after twenty- 
seven years of service to the colony, he had 


probably drawn his life through more and a 
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greater variety of perils than have ever been 

encountered by man. He was dauntless and ul L nd to whom direct 
all -enduring, fruitful ir yur f- cor c agait he season. Many c 
trolled and | 


er than his age, purer ; 1ore true. He eader i haste to arrive, 


ersevering, and, though not wis- are ier y the way; 


was as lithesome as an Indian, and could 
outdo him in some physical efforts and en- 
durance. His almost yearly voyages be- 
tween France and Quebec I 
strange contrasts of! c 

life; but he was the same 

His discovery of the | 


name, his journey to 


ne impost wr \ 


wn dream of a pa 


BrRooKS 
Ticknor and 


THIS roman 
Paul’s which w 
trymen, is ¢ 
no reason 
ine, ] } ei 
fortunes 
comes at le 
suppleme1 
Post-Days’ 


volumes 


consequence fo 

Jean Paul, as the 

fess before he has p1 

maze of Extra Leaves, I 

tra Lines, Extra Shoots, and Ex 


critique. And the divisions which are busied > Oo 


1 
with the story, instead of carrying it forward, ry onslaugl 
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irst ferment of Jean Paul’s sincere 
and see, for 
Vol. IL. p. 
admire the ta 


to the dec 


imagination. instance, 


g. And we cannot too much 
which Mr. Brooks has bre yught 


of these seething 


z passages 


into t ernacular limits. Sometimes, 


] 
A 
indeed, he misses a help which he might have 


procured f 1e reader, to lift him, with less 


cation, to these pinnacles of 


| himself is more direct than 


eared to 


us to lend 
No doubt 
om- 


0 persistent- 


hed 


color of 
the rich 
nchant- 


me of 


y the sincerity 
tran tly as they first can 
This may be pus 


from 


point of affectation ; but judiciou 


ean Paul’s fervor and al 


is suited to 


claus¢ y to transfer 
Dog-P 
** Wehe 


the paragrapl 
e Wellen au 


hou morning-air, break over 


genluft 
me in g ! 


billows 


Bathe me in thy vast 


above our woods and 


meadows, bear me in blossom clouds 


lens and glimmering streams, 


past radia 


and let n ently floating above the earth, 


rocked am lying flowers and 
and dissolv 


with outspread arms beneath 


the sun ; while all my veins fall blended into 


red morn <es down to the flowers,” etc. 
gut th Ly appear finical to Mr. Brox 

We certainly do not press it critically against 
Such a para- 
graph as, for instance, the closing one upon 
of Vol. II. is very trying to the 
Here Mr. Brooks 


has sacrificed to literalness an opportun 


his great and general success. 


page 340 


resources of the translator. 


sort the confused clauses and stop their jos- 
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tling: this may be done without diluting the 
sentiment, and is within the translator’s lib- 
erty. 
It always seemed to us that the finest part 
and one of the finest pas- 
: 


n hiterat 


g ure, ts contained in 
the Ninth Dog-Post-Day and some pages of 


the Tenth. The Ninth, in particular, which 
is a perfec lyl, describes Victor’ 

Kuss¢ witz: al 

and symboliz 

fields, the fi 


the two-wheel 


elp of 
ter has < 
movement 


And it is 


Victor was 
for Joachime, i 

female. As the i > Kk tilde ee} 1S, 

he must destroy) r Agnola 

and Joac hime. y matter ; what 

emphatic 

endship, 

does not at onc id forth, 


il between 


very 


iat he may find ‘‘ the partition-w 
1 friendship with women to be 
very thi 


t 
leve an 
and 


accursed watch-paper flutt 


o 5 5 
visibie 
I rd } I > tal 
land, who at once ta 
f love to herself, 


ate tender 


ppropri- 


Victor, seized with sudden 
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coldness and resolution, confesses all to Jo- Vol. I. 7 : Sakeph-Katon (Zaqueph. 
/ i 
achime ; and the story, released trom } Qaton) is an occasional pause-accent of the 


nine embarrassments, would s ach Hebrew, having the sense of ‘‘ elevator mi- 
honeymoon, if it were not for the dith ulty wr,” and is peculiar to prose. 

of deciding the parentage and relation re 68. The famous African Prince Le 
of the various characters. A wise child Boo deserves a note. 

knows its own father; bi ‘ wment a . teno is an Italian musical 
of wisdom in the reader ll harmonize the 


genealogy yt this 
of a Stettin apple, which is vi ily age rranzwildpret does not mean 
umn when that fruit ipening, pl: ** frontier wild-game,” but game that, stray- 
the part of Box’s strawberry in the farce ing out of one precinct into another, gets 
and with as much perspicuity. captured : stray game, or impounded waif. 
However, the characters are all respect: Page 139. 1e note gives the sense, but 


connected at last, and tl eade! - he yondi g passage in the text would 
" } } ¢ ] ts. ] 

derstand how they were stand clearer thus: ‘*not a noble heart, by 

for Lord Horio motive any “ans ; for such things Le Baut’s golden 


hildren of the old Prince ou 2y yugh bored like a cannon, could fast- 


and keeping uj 


passage 
and Cleopatra,” 


learned 
not to 


fy should be ‘*] 
t, not Gebiet. 

be bet- 
uivalent, 
before 
} cases where it is left open 

veil assionate ld lives half asphyxiated. 
profound appreciation of the lements of age note. Semperfreie \ »t from 
their influence in forming true ciety and he Latin, but comes fror ndbarfreie, that 

| ye sent or electe 1 to offic 
cacy of the y, immediately subject to the 
Daughters.” chiefly with the eich, or Holy Roman Empire. 

of his romances that Jean Paul succ i ag 35. An Odomete 


depicting individuals. nd when we recol or measurit listances travelled by 


ris 


lect the corrupt 


} 


of which his means specimens 


db 


created species, to g edition of a work ; also 


Gallic tastes, and lend ions of the first edition, the 

to the new literature, 

fulness, hi figuren means figures 

greenish-gray mineral, 

his pass! yw Nature, and | lov yf God. ft and easily broken. 

li ¢t} l ; » 

All tl juivocal, since 

ed upon men who keep 
the 1 

is not 

ancer ; it is the old 

pantomime, con- 

who pro- 


, c " + ‘ ¥ » | > 
planation of allusion e er irom liaise ilove. 
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